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To the Right Honourable 


J H O MA , 


Earl of Danby, Fiſcount Latimer, and 
Baron Oſborne of Kiveton in York- 
ſhire, Lord High Treaſurer of England, 
one of his Majeſtlys moſs Honourable 
Privy-Council, and Knight of the moſt 
Noble Order of the Garter, &c. 


MY LORD, 
HE Gratitude of Poets is ſo 
p troubleſome a Virtue to great 
Mien, that you are often in Dan- 
ger of your own Benefits: For 
vou are threaten'd with ſome 
Epiſtle, and not ſuffer'd to do good in quiet, 
or to compound for their Silence whom you 
Vor. IV. H 3 have 
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have oblig'd. Yer, I confeſs, I neither am or 
ought to be ſurpris'd at this Indulgence : For 
your Lordfhip has the ſame Right to favour 


Poetry, which the Great and Noble have 
ever had. 


Carmen amat, quiſquis carmine digna gerit. 

There is ſomewhat of a Tie in Nature 
betwixt thoſe who are born for worthy Ac- 
tions, and thoſe who can tranſmit them to 
Poſterity : And though ours be much the in- 
terior Part, it comes at leaſt within the Verge 
of Alliance; nor are we unproftable Mem- 
bers of the Commonwealth, when we ani- 
mate others to thoſe Virtues, which we copy 
and defcribe from you. 

*Tis indeed their Intereſt, who endeavour 
the Subverſion of Governmeats, to diſcourage 
Poets and Hiſtorians; for the beſt which 
can happen to them, is, to be forgotten: But 
ſuch who, under Kings, are the Fathers of 
their Country, and by a juſt and prudent or- 
dering of Affairs preſerve it, have the ſame 
reaſon to cheriſh the Chroniclers of their 
Actions, as they have to lay up in Safety the 
Deeds and Evidences of their Eſtates : For 
ſuch Records are their undoubted Titles to 
the Love and Reverence of After-ages. You 


Lord 
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Lordſhip's Adminiſtration has already taken 
up a conſiderable part of the Engh/b Annals , 
and many of its moſt happy Years are owing 
to it. His Majeſty, the moſt knowing Judge 
of Men, and the beſt Maſter, has acknow- 
ledg d the Eaſe and Benefit he receives in 
the Incomes of his Treaſury, which you 
found not only diſorder'd, but exhauſted. 
All things were ia the confuſion of a Chaos, 
without Form or Method, if not reduced 
beyond it, even to Annihilation; So that 
you had not only to ſeparate the jarring E- 
lements, but (if that boldnefs of Expreſſion 
might be allow'd me) to create them. Your 
Enemies had ſo embroyl'd the Management 
of your Office, that they look'd on your Ad- 
vancement as the Inſtrument of your Ruin. 
And as if the clogging of the Revenue, and 
the confuſion of Accounts, which you found 
in your Entrance, were not ſufficient, they 
added their own Weight of Malice to the 
public Calamity, by foreſtalling the Credit 
which ſhou'd cure ic: Your Friends on the 
other ſide were only capable of pity ing, but 
not of aiding you: No farther Help or Coun- 
ſel was remaining to you, but what was 
founded on yourſelf: And that indeed was 
your Security: For your Diligence, your 
Con- 
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Conſtancy, and your Prudence, wrought 
more ſurely within, when they were not di- 
ſturb'd by any outward Motion. The higheſt 
Virtue is beſt to be truſted with itſelf, for 
Aſſiſtance only can be given by a Genius ſu- 
perior to that which it aſſiſts. And tis the 
nobleſt kind of Debt, when we are only 
oblig'd to God and Nature. This then, my 
Lord, is your juſt Commendation, that you 
have wrought out yourſelf a way to Glory, 
by thoſe very Means that were deſign'd for 
your Deſtruction : You have not only re- 
ſtor'd, but advanc'd the Revenues of your 
Maſter, without Grievance to the Subject: 
And, as if that were little yet, the Debts of 
the Exchequer, which lay heavieſt both on 
the Crown, and on private Perfons, have 
by your Conduct been eftabliſh'd in a Cer- 
tainty of Satisfaction. An Action ſo much 
the more Great and Honourable, becauſe 
the Caſe was without the ordinary Relief of 
Laws; above the Hopes of the Afflicted, 
and beyond the Narrowneſs of the Treafury 
to redreſs, had it been manag'd by a leſs 
able Hand. *Tis certainly the happieſt, and 
moſt unenvy'd part of all your Fortune, to 
do Good to many, while you do Injury to 
none: To receive at once the Prayers of the 

Subject, 
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Subject, and the Praiſes of the Prince: And 
by the Care of your Conduct, to give him 
Means of exerting the chiefeſt (if any be the 
chiefeſt) of his Royal Virtues, his diſtribu- 
tive Juſtice to the Deſerving, and his Bounty 
and Compaſſion to the Wanting. The Diſ- 
poſition of Princes towards their People, 
cannot be better diſcover'd than in the 
Choice of their Miniſters: Who, like the 
Animal Spirits betwixt the Soul and Body, 
participate ſomewhat of both Natures, and 
make the Communication which is betwixt 
them. A King, who is juft and moderate in 
his Nature, who rules according to the 
Laws, whom God made happy by forming 
the Temper of his Soul to the Conſtitution 
of his Government, and who makes us 
happy, by aſſuming over us no other So- 
vereignty than that wherein our Welfare and 
Liberty conſiſts; a Prince, I ſay, of ſo excel- 
lent a Character, and fo ſuirable to the Wiſhes 
of all good Men, could not better have con- 
vey'd himlelt into his Peoples Apprehenſions, 
than in your Lordſhip's Perſon; who fo 
lively expreſs the ſame Virtues, that you 
feem not ſo much a Copy, as an Emanation 
of him. Moderation is doubtleſs an Eſtabliſh- 
ment of Greatneſs; but there is a — 
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of Temper which is likewiſe requiſite in a 
Miniſter of State: So equal a Mixture of 
both Virtues, that he may ſtand like an 
Iſthmus betwixt the two encroaching Seas of 
arbitrary Power, and lawleſs Anarchy. The 
Undertaking would be difficult to any but an 
extraordinary Genius, to ſtand at the Line, 
and to divide the Limits; to pay what is 
due to the great Repreſentative of the Na- 
tion, and neither to inhance, nor to yield up 
the undoubted Prerogatives of the Crown, 
Theſe, my Lord, are the proper Virtues of a 
Noble Engh/bman, as indeed they are pro- 
perly Eng/iſþ Virtues: No People in the 
World being capable of uſing them, but 
we who have the Happineſs to be born un- 
der ſo equal, and fo well-pois'd a Govern- 
ment. A Government which has all the 
Advantages of Liberty beyond a Common- 
wealth, and all the Marks of Kingly So- 
vereignty without the Danger of a Tyranny. 
Both my Nature, as I am an Engliſbman, 
and my Reaſon, as I am a Man, have bred 
in me a Loathing to that ſpecious Name of 
a Republick : That Mock-appearance of a 
Liberty, where all who have not part in the 
Government, are Slaves: And Slaves they 
are of a viler Note, than ſuch as are Subjects 


to 
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to an abſolute Dominion. For no Chriſtian 
Monarchy is ſo abſolute, but tis circum- 
{crib'd with Laws: But when the Executive 
Power is in the Law-makers, there is no 
farther Check upon them ; and the People 
muſt ſuffer without a Remedy, becauſe they 
are oppreſs'd by their Repreſentatives, If 
I muſt ſerve, the Number of my Maſters, 
who were born my Equals, would but add 
to the Ignominy of my Bondage. The 
Nature of our Government, above all 
others is exactly ſuited both to the Si- 


tuation of our Country, and the Temper 
of the Natives: An Ifland being more pro- 
per for Commerce and for defence, than 
for extending its Dominions on the Conti- 
nt: For what the Valour of its Inhabi- 
rants might gain, by reaſon of its Remote- 
neſs, and the Caſualties of the Seas, it cou'd 
not ſo eaſily preſerve: And therefore, nei- 
ther the arbitrary Power of one in a Mo- 
narchy, nor of many in a Commonwealth, 
could make us greater than we are. Tis 
true, that vaſter and more frequent Taxes 
might be gather'd, when the Conſent of the 
People was not ask'd or needed, but this 
were only by Conquering abroad to be 
poor at home: And the Examples of our 
Neigh- 
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Neighbours teach us, that they are not al- 
ways the happieſt Subjects, whoſe Kings 
extend their Dominions fartheſt. Since 
therefore we cannot win by an Offenſive 
War, at leaft a Land War, the Model of 
our Government ſeems naturally contriv'd 
for the Defenfive Part: And the Conſent 
of a People is eaſily obtain'd to contri- 
bute to that Power which muſt protect it. 
Felices nimium, bona fi ſua norint, Anglige- 
ne! And yet there are not wanting Male- 
contents amongſt us, who ſurfeiting them- 
ſelves on too much Happineſs, wou'd per- 
ſuade the People that they might be hap- 
pier by a Change. Twas indeed the Po- 
licy of their old Forefather, when himſelf 
was fallen from his Station of Glory, to 
ſeduce Mankind into the fame Rebellion 
with him, by telling him he might yet be 
freer than he was: That is, more free than 
his Nature would allow, or (if I may fo 
ſay) than God could make him. We have 
already all the Liberty which Free-born 
Subjects can enjoy; and all beyond it is 
but Licence. But if it be Liberty of Con- 
ſcience which they pretend, the 1 
on of our Church is ſuch, that its Prac- 
tice extends not to the Severity of Perſecu- 


tion, 
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tion, and its Diſcipline is withal fo eaſy, 
that it allows more Freedom to Diſſenters 
than any of the Sects would allow to it. 
In the mean time, what Right can be pie- 
tended by theſe Men to attempt Innovati- 
ons in Church or State? Who made them 
the Truſtees, or (to ſpeak a little nearer 
their own Language) the Keepers of the 
Liberty of England? If their Call be extra- 
ordinary, let them convince us by working 
Miracles; for ordinary Vocation they can 
have none to diſturb the Government un» 
der which they were born, and which pro- 
tects them. He who has often chang'd his 
Party, and always has made his latereſt 
the Rule of it, gives little Evidence of his 
Sincerity for the Publick Good: *Tis ma- 
niteſt he changes but for himſelf, and takes 
the People for Tools to work his For- 
tune. Yet the Experience of all Ages 
might let him know, that they who trou- 
ble the Waters firlt, have ſeldom the Be- 
nefit of Fiſhing: As they who began the 
late Rebellion, enjoy'd net the Fruit of their 
Undertaking, but were crulh'd themſelves 
by the U ſurpation of their own Inſtrument. 
Neither is it enough for them to anſwer, 
that they only intend a Reformation of the 

Vol. IV. I Govern- 
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Government, but not the Subverſion of it: 
On ſuch Pretences all Inſurrections have 
been founded: *Tis ſtriking at the Root 
of Power, which is Obedience. Every Re- 
monſtrance of private Men, has the Seed of 
Treaſon in it; and Diſcourſes which are 
couch'd in ambiguous Terms, are there- 
fore the more dangerous, becauſe they do 
all the Miſchief of open Sedition, yet are 
ſafe from the Puniſhment of the Laws. 
Theſe, my Lord, are Conſiderations which 
J ſhould not pals ſo lightly over, had I 
room to manage them as they deſerve: 
For no Man can be fo inconſiderable in a 
Nation, as not to have a Share in the 
Welfare of it; and if he be a true Englifh- 
man, he muſt at the ſame time be fir'd 
with Indignation, and revenge himſelf as 
he can on the Diſturbers of his Country. 
And to whom could I more fitly apply 
my ſelf, than to your Lordſhip, who have 
not only an inborn, but an hereditary Loy- 
alty? The memorable Conſtancy and Suf- 
ferings of your Father, almoit to the Ruin 
of his Eſtate for the Royal Cauſe, were an 
Earneſt of that, which ſuch a Parent and 
ſuch an Inſtitution wou'd produce in the 


Perſun of a Son. But fo unhappy an Oc- 
cation 
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caſion of manifeſting your own Zeal, in 
ſuffering for his preſent Majeſty, the Pro- 
vidence of God, and the Prudence of 
your. Adminiſtration, will, I hope, pre- 
vent. That as your Father's Fortune wait- 
ed on the Unhappinels of his Sovereign, 
ſo your own may participate of the bet- 
ter Fate which attends his Son. The Re- 
lation which you have by Alliance to 
the Noble Family of your Lady, ſerves 
to confirm to you both this happy Avgus 
ry, For what can deſerve a greater ace 
in the Enzl/p Chronicle, than the Loyal- 
ry and Courage, the Actions and Death 
of the General of an Army fighting tor 
his Prince and Country? The Henour 
and Gallantry of the Earl of Lin is fo 
i!luſtrious a Subject, that 'tis fit to adorn 


an Heroick Poein; for he was the Proto- 


Martyr of the Cauſe, and the Type of 
his unfortunate Royal Maiter, 

Yet, aſter all, my Lord, if I may 
ſpeak my Thoughts, you are happy ra- 
ther to us than to yourſeif: For the 
Multiplicity, the Cares, and the Vexaticns 
of your Imployment, have betrayed you 
trom yourſelf, and given you up into the 
Voſſellion of the Publick. You are robb'd 
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of your Privacy and Friends, and ſcarce any 
Hour of your Life you can call your own. 
Thoſe who envy your Fortune, if they want- 
ed not Good nature, might more juſtly pity 
it; and when they ſee you watch'd by a 
Croud of Suitors, whoſe Importunity *tis 
impoſiible to avoid, would conclude with 
Reaſon, that you have loſt much more in 
true Content, than you have gain'd by 
Dignity; and that a private Gentleman 
is better attended by a ſingle Servant, than 
your Lordſhip with fo clamorous a Train, 
Pardon me, my Lord, if I ſpeak like a 
Philoſopher on this Subject; the Fortune 
which makes a Man uneaſy, cannot make 
him happy: And a wife Man muſt think 
himſelf uncaſy, when few of his Actions are 
in his Choice. 

This laſt conſideration has brought me to 
another, and a very ſeaſonable one for your 
Relief; which is, That while I pity your 
want of Leiſure, I have impertinently de- 
tain'd you ſo long a time, I have put off 
my own Buſineſs, which was my Dedicati- 
on, till 'tis fo late, that I am now aſham'd 
to begin it: And therefore I will ſay nothing 
of the Poem, which I preſent to you, be- 


cauſe J know not if you are like to have an 
Hour 
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Hour, which, with a good Conſcience, you 
may throw away in peruſing it: And for 
the Author, I have only to beg the Con- 
tinuance of your Protection to him, who is, 


My LORD, 


Your Lordſbip's moſt oblis'd, 


Moſt buinble, and 


Mcſt ovedicnt Servant, 
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1 1 UF Death of Aufm and Clopatre is a Subject 
which has been treated by the greateſt Wits of 
cur Nation, after Shake/pear ; and by all fo varioully, 
that their Example has given me the Confidence to 
try myſelf in this Bow of UH, amongſt the Croud 
of Shooters; and, withal, to take my own meaſures, 
in aiming at the Mark. I doubt not but the ſame 
Motive bas prevailed with all of us in this Attempt ; 
mean the Excellency of the Moral: For the chief 
Pcrious repreſented were famous Patterns of unlawiul 
Je; and their End accordingly was unfortunate. 
l reaſonable Men have long ünce concluded, that 
the Hero cf the Poem ought not to be a Character 
cf perfect Virtue, for then he could not, without In- 
j.iuce, be made unhappy ; nor jet altogether wicked, 
becauſe he could not then be pitied. | have there- 
fre leer d the middle courſe; and have drawn the 
Character of Antony as favourably as Plutarch, Appian, 
and Dion Caſſius would give me leave: The like I 
have obſerv'd in Chofparra. That which is wanting to 
work up the Pity to a greater Height, was not 
afforded me by the Story: For the Crimes of Love 
which they both committed, were not occaſioned by 
any Neceflity, or fatal Ignorance, but were wholly 
voluntary; face our Paſſions are, or ought to be, with- 
ia our Power. The Fabrick of the Play is regular 
enough, as ta the Inferior Parts of it; and the — 
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of Time, Place and Action, more exactly obſerv'd, 
than perhaps the Englib Theatre requires. Particu- 
larly, the Action is ſo much one, that it is the only 
one of the kind without Epiſode, or Underpiot : Every 
Scene in the Tragedy conducing to the main Deſign, 
and every Act concluding with a Turn of it. The 
greateſt Error in the Contrivance feems to be in the 
Perſon of Octavia: For, though | might uſe the Pri- 
vilege of a Poet, to introduce her into {exandria, yet 
] had not enough confider'd, that the Compaſſion ſhie 
moved to herſelf and Children was deſtructive to that 
which I reſerv'd for Auteny and Cizrfaira; whole 
mutual Love being founded upon Vice, muſt lef.cn 
the Favour of the Audience to them, when Virtue and 
Innocence were oppreſs's] by it. And, though I juii:- 
fed Antony in ſome meaſure, by making Octawia's De- 
parture to proceed wholly from herſeif; yet the force 
of the firit Machine flill remain'd; and the &iviciry 
of Pity, like the cutting of a River into many Chan 
ne!s, abated the ſtrength of the natural Stream. Et 
this is an Objection which none of my Ctiticks have 
— againſt me; and therefore I might have let it 
paſs, if I could have refolv'd to have been partial 
to myſelf, The Faults my Enemies have fcunl, ae 
rather Cavils, concerning little, and nut cuenta! De- 
cencies; which a Maſter of the Ceremonies may docice 
betwixt us. The French Poets, I conſeſe, are itrict 
obſervers of theſe Punctilios: They would net, fer 
Example, have ſuffer'd Cle patra and Oftawia to have 
met ; or if they had met, there muſt only have faſe'd 
betwixt them ſome cold Civilities, but no eugercels of 
Repartee, ſor fear of offending againſt the Greatreſs 
of their Characters, and the NModeity cf their Sex. 
This Odjection I foreſaw, and at the tame time con- 
temned: For I judg'd it both natural and probable, 
that OZavi-, proud of her new-gain'd Conqueſt, would 
ſearch out Cleopatra to triumph over her; and that 
Cleepatra thus attack'd, was not of a Spirit to ſhun 
the Encounter; And 'tis not unlikely, that two exaſ- 
perated Rivals ſhould uſg * Satire as I bave put 
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into their Mouths; for after all, though the one 
were 2 Reman, and the other a Queen, they were 
both Women. "Tis true, ſome Actions, though Natural, 
are not fit to be repreſented ; and broad Obſcenities 
in Words, ought in good Manners to be avoided: 
Exprefiions therefore are a modeſt Clothing of our 
Thoughts, as Breeches and Petticoats are of our 
Bodies. If I have kept myſelf within the Bounds of 
NModeſty, all beyond it is but Nicety and AﬀeRation ; 
which is ro more but Modeſty depraved into a Vice; 
Ticv betray themſelves who are too quick of Appre- 
benſion in ſuch Caſes, and leave all reaſonable Men 
do imagine worſe of them, than of the Poet. 

Honeit Alontaigne goes yet farther: Nous ne ſommes que 
erreminie; la ceremonie nous emporte, & laifſons la ſub- 
flance des choſes : Nous nous tenons aux branches, & aban- 
dernnons le trenc & te corps. Neu avons appris aux 
Dames de rougir, oyans ſculement nommer ce qu'elles ne 
& aignevt ancunement à faire: Neus n'oſuns appeller à droit 
* wmiembres, &f ne craignons pas de les employer à toute 
arte de debanche. La Ceremonie nous defend a" exprimer 
jar fareles les choſes licites & maturelles, & meus Pen 
ereyons; la raiſon nous defend de n'en faire point d illi- 
cites mara, & perſonne ne Pen croid. My Com- 
tort is, that by this Opinion my Enemies are but fuckin 
Criticks, who would fain be nibbling, ere their T 
are come. 

Yet in this Nicety of Manners does the Excellency 
of French Poetry conſiſt: Their Heroes are the moſt civil 
People breathing; but their good Breeding f-Idom ex- 
tends to a Word of Senſe: All their Wit is in their Cere- 
mony ; they want the Genius which animates our Stage; 
And therefore tis but neceſſary, when they cannot pleaſe, 
that they ſhould take care not to offend. But, as the 
civieſt Man in the Company is commonly the Dul- 
left, ſo theſe Authors, white they are afraid to make 
you laugh or cry, out of pure good Manners, make 
vou fleep. They are fo careful not to exaſperate a 
Cri ic, that they never leave him any work; ſo buſy 
with the Broom, and make fo clear a Riddance, _ 

re 
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there is little left, either for Cenſure or for Praiſe ; For 
vo Part of a Poem is worth our Diſcommending, where 
tte whole is infipid; as when we have once taſted of 
pou Wine, we Hay not to examine it Glaſs by Glaſs. 
ut while they affect to ſhine in Trifles, they are often 
careleis in Eſſentials. Thus their Hippoh tus is ſo ſcrupu- 
lous in Point of Decency, that he will rather expoſe him-- 
ſelf to Death. than accuſe his Step mother to his Father; 
and my Criticks I am ſure will commend him for it: 
But we of groſſer Apprehenſions are apt to think that 
this Exceſs of Generofity is not prafticable, but with 
Fools and Madmen. This was good Manners with a 
Vengeance ; and the Audience is like to be much con- 
cern'd at the Misfortunes of this admirable Hero: But 
take Hippolytus out of his Poetick Fit, and I ſuppoſe he 
would think it a wiſer Part, to ſet the Saddle on the 
right Horſe, and chooſe rather to live with the Repu- 
tation of a plain-ſpoken honeſt Man, than to die with 
the Infamy of an inceſtuous Villain. In the mean time 
we may take notice, that where the Poet ought to have 
preſerv'd the Character as it was deliver'd to us by An- 
tiquity, when he ſhould have given us the Pifture of a 
rough young Man, of the Amazonian ſtrain, a joll 
Huntſman, and both by his Proſeſſion and his early Ri 
ing a Mortal Enemy to Love, he has choſen to give him 
the Turn of Galantry, ſent him to Travel from Athens 
to Paris, taught him to make Love, and transſorm d the 
Hippe!eius of Euripides into Monſieur H:ippolite. | ſhould 
not have troubled myſelf thus far with French Poets, but 
that I find our Cheareux Criticks wholly form their 
Judgments by them. But for my part, I deſire to be 
try'd by the Laws of my own Courtry; for it ſeems un- 
juſt to me, that the French ſhould preſcribe here, till they 
have conquer d. Our little Sonneteers who follow them, 
have too narrow Souls to judge of Poetry. Poets them- 
ſelves are the moſt proper, though I conclude not the on- 
ly Criticks. But till ſome Genius, as Univerſal as 4 
totze, ſhall ariſe, one who can penetrate into all Arts and 
Sciences, without the Practice of them, I ſhall think it 
reaſonable, that the Judgment of an Artificer in his own 
15 Art 
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Art ſhould be preferable to the Opinion of another Man; 
at leaſt where he is not brib d by Intereſt, or prejudic'd 
by Malice: and this, I ſuppoſe, is maniſeſt by plain In- 
duction : For, firſt, the Crowd cannot be preſum'd to 
have more than a groſs Inſtinct, of what pleaſes or diſ- 
pleaſes them: Every man will grant me this; but then, 
by a particular Kindneſs to himſelf, he draws his own 
Stake firit, and will be diſlinguſh'd from the Multitude, 
of which other men may think him one. But, If I come 
cloſer to thoſe who are allow'd for witty Men, either by 
the Advantage of their Quality, or by common Fame, 
and affirm that neither are they qualify'd to decide So- 
vereignly concerning Poetry, 1 ſhall yet have a ſtror 
Party of my Opinion; for moſt of them ſeverally will 
exclude the Reſt, either from the Number of witty Men, 
or at leait of able Judges. But here again they are all 
indulgent to themſelves: And every one who believes 
himſelf a Wit, that is, every Man, will pretend at the 
fame time to a right of Judging. But to preſs it yet 
farther, there are many witty Men, but few Poets; nei- 
ther have all Poets a Taſte of Tragedy. And this is the 
Rock on which they are daily ſplitting. Poetry, which 
is a Pifture of Nature, maſt generally pleaſe : But 'tis 
not to be underſtood that all Parts of it mult pleaſe every 
Man ; Therefore is not Tragedy to be judg'd by a witty 
Man, whoſe taſte is only confin'd to Co Nor 
is every Man who loves Tragedy, a ſufficient Judge of 
it: He muſt underſtand the Exceliencies of it too, or he 
will only prove a blind Admirer, not a Critick. From 
hence it comes that ſo many Satires on Poets, and Cen- 
ſures of their Writings, fly abroad. Men of pleaſant 
Converſation, (at leaſt efteem'd fo) and indu'd. with a tri- 
ting kind of Fancy, perhaps help'd out with ſome ſmat- 
tering of Latix, are ambitious to diitinguiſh themſelves 
tom the Herd of Gentlemen, by their Poetry; 
Rarus enim ferme ſenſus communis in illa 
Fortaaã 

And: is not this a wretched Affectation, not to be 

co:.wated with what Fortune has done for them, and 
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fit down quietly, with their Eſtates, but they muſt call 
their Wits in queſtion, and needleily expoſe their Na- 
kedneſs to publick View? Not conſidering that they 
are not to expect the ſame Approbation from ſober Men, 
which they have found from their Flatterers after the 
third Bottle? If a little Glittering in Diſcourſe has 
paſs'd them on us for witty men, where was the Ne- 
ceſlity of undeceiving the World ? Would a Man who 
has an ill Title to an Eftate, but yet is in Poſſeſſion of 
it, would he bring it of his own accord to be try'd at 
IW:flminſler? We who write, if we want the "Talent 
et have the Excuſe that we do it for a poor Subſiitence ; 
ut what can be urg'd in their Defence, who not hav- 
ing the Vocation of Poverty to ſcribble, out of meer 
antonneſs take pains to make themſelves ridiculous ? 
Horace was certainly in the right, where he faid, That 
no Man is ſatisfied with his on Condition, A Poet 
is not pleas'd becauſe he is not rich ; and the Rich are 
diſcontented, becauſe the Poets will not admit them of 
their Number. Thus the Caſe is hard with Writers: 
If they ſucceed not, they muſt ſtarve; and if they do. 
ſome malicious Satire is prepar d to level them, for dar- 
ing to pleaſe without their Leave. But while they are 
ſo eager to deſtroy the Fame of others, their Ambition 
is manifeſt in their Concerament : Some Poem of their 
own is to be produced, and the Slaves are to be laid flat 
with their Faces on the Ground, that the Monarch may 
appear in the greater Majeſty, 

Dionyfius and Nero had the ſame Longings, but with 
all their Power they could never bring their Buſinefs 
well about. Tis true, they proclaim'd themſelves Poets 
by Sound of Trumpet; and Poets they were upon pain 
of Death to any Man who durſt call them otherwiſe. 
The Audience had a fine time on't, you may imagine ; 
they ſat in a bodily Fear, and look'd as demurely a; 
they could: For 'twas a hanging Matter to laugh un- 
ſeaſonably ; and the Tyrants were ſuſpicious, as they 
had rea ſon, that their Subjects had em in the Wind: 
So, every man in his own Defence ſet as good a Face 
upon the Buſineis as he could: Twas known before- 
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hand that the Monarchs were to be crown'd Laureats; 
t or when the Show was over, and an honeſt Man was 
jufe:''d to depart quietly, he took out his Laughter 
v hich he had ſtifled; with a ſrm Reſolution never mere 
to ice an Emperor's Play, though he had been ten Years 
„ making it. In the mean time the true Poets were 
ey who made the beſt Markets, for they had Wit 
erongh to yield the Prize with 2 good Grace, and not 
contend with him who had thirty Legions : They were 
ſore to be rewarded, if they confeis d themſelves bad 
Writers, and that was ſomewhat better than to be Mar- 
tyrs for their Reputation. Lacan's Example was enough 
to teach them Manners; and aftcr he was put to death, 
tor overcoming Nero, the Emperor carried it without 
Diſpute for the beft Poet in his Dominions: No Man 
was ambitious of that grinning Honour; for if he heard 
the malicious Trumpeter proclaiming his Name before 
his betters, he knew there was but one way with him. 
Mecenas took another Courſe, and we know he was 
more than a great Man, for he was witty too: But find- 
ing himſelf far gone in Poetry, which Seneca aſſures us 
was not his Talent, he thought it his beſt way to be 
weil with Virgil and with Horace; that at leaſt he 
might be a Poet at the ſecond band; and we ſee how 
bappily it has ſucceeded with him ; for his own bad 
Poetry is forgotten, and their Panegyricks of him 
fill remain. Put they who ſhould be our Patrons, 
are for no ſuch expenſive Ways to Fame: They have 
much of the Poetry of Mccenas, but little of his Li- 
berality. They are for perſecuting Mrace and Virgil 
in the Perſons of their Succeffors, (for ſuch is every 
Man, who bas any part of their Soul ard Fire, though 
in a leis degree.) Some of their little Zanzes yet go 
farther; for they are Perſecutors even of Horace him. 
elf, as far as they are able, by their ignorant and vile 
Imitations of bin; by making an unjuſt uſe of his 
Authority, and turning his Artillery againſt his Friends. 
But how weu'd he diſdain to be copy'd by ſuch 
Hands! I dare anſwer for him he would be more un- 
261; in their Company, than he was with Criſpinus their 

Fare- 
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Forefather in the Holy Fay; and would no more have 
allow'd them a Place amongſt the Criticks, than he would 
Demetrius the Mimick, Tigellius the Buffoon ; 

— —Demeiri, teque Tigellt, 

Diſcipulorum inter jubeo plorare Cathedras. 


With what Scorn would he look down on ſuch miſerable 
Tranſlators, who make Doggril of his Latin, miſtake 
his Meaning, miſ-apply his Cenſures, and often contra- 


dict their own ? He is fix d as a Land- mark to ſet out 
the Bounds of Poetry. 


——Saxun antiquum, ingent, 
Limes agro pofitus, litem ut diſcerneret arvis : 


But other Arms than theirs, and other Sinews are re- 
quir'd, to raiſe the Weight of ſuch an Author; and when. 
they would toſs him againſ their Enemies, 


Genua labant, gelidus concrevit frigore ſanguic, 
Tum lapis ipſe wiri, vacuum per inare volutas, 


Nec ſpatium evaſit totum, nec pertulit ictum. 


For my part, I would wiſh no other Revenge, ei- 
ther for myſelf or the reſt of the Poets, from this. 
Rhyming Judge of the Twelve-penny Gallery, this 
Legitimate Son of Sberabold, than that he would fub- 
ſcribe his Name to his Cenſure, or (not to tax him be- 
yond his Learning) fet his Mark: For ſhould he own 
himſelf publickly, and come from behind the Lion's 
Skin, they whom he condemns, would be thankful to 
him, they whom he praiſes would chooſe to be con- 
demned; and the Magiſtrates whom he has elected, 
would modeſily withdraw from their Employment, to 
avoid the Scandal of his Nomination. The Sharpneſs 
of his Satire, next to himſelf, falls moſt heavily on his 
Friends, and they ought never to forgive him for con- 
mending them perpetually the wrong way, and ſome- 
times by contraries. If he have a Friend whoſe Haſli- 
neſs in Writing is his greateſt Fault, Horace would have 
taught him to have minc'd the Matter, and to have 
call'd it a Readineſs of Thought, and a flowing "my : 

or 
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For Friendſhip will allow a Man to chriſten an Imper- 
fection by the Name of ſome neighbour Virtue : 

Vellem in amicitid fic erraremus ; & iti 

Errori nomen ⁊irtus poſuiſſet honeflum. 
But he would never have allow'd him to have call'd a 
ſlow Man haſty, or a haſty Writer a ſlow Drudge, as 
Juvenal explains it: 

—— Canibus pigris, ſeabieque vetafta 

Lewvibus, & To lambentitus ora lucerne, 

Namen erit, Pardus, Tigris, Leo; fi quid adbuc eff 

Quod fremit in terris violentius. 
Yet Lucretius laughs at a fooliſh Lover, even for excuſing 
the Imperfections of his Miſtreſs : 

Nigra piMxro@- oft, immunda & fatida axcouE-. 

Balba hqui non quit, raue; muta pudens eft, &c. 

But to drive it ad /Zthiopem Cygrum is not to be in- 
dur'd. I leave him to interpret this by the Benefit of 
his French Verſion on the other fide, and without far- 
ther conſidering him than I have the reſt of my illi- 
terate Cenſors, whom I have diſdain'd to anſwer, be- 
cauſe they are not qualified for Judges. It remains that 
I acquaint the Reader, that I have endeavour'd in this 
Play to follow the Praftice of the Ancients, who, as 
Mr. Rymer has judiciouſly obſerv'd, are and ought to be 
our Maſters. Herace likewiſe gives it for a Rule in his 
Art of Peetry. 

I. exemplaria Graca 

Nacturnã verſate manu, verſate diurnd. 


Vet though their Models are regular, they are too 
little for Engl Tragedy; which requires to be built 
in a wy bas ger” I could give an Inſtance in the 
Oedipus Tyrannus, which was the Maſter-piece of So- 
phecles; but I reſerve it for a more fit Occaſion, which 
I hope to have hereafter. In my Style I have profeſs'd 
to imitate the Divine Shakeprar; which that I might 

more freely, I have diſincumbred myſelf from 
yme. Not that I condemn my former Way, but 
that 
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that this is more proper, to my ent Purpoſe. 

hope I need not to explain myfelf, that [ "hou. not *. 
py 4 my Author ſervilely: Words and Phraſes muſt 
of Neceſlity receive a Change in ſucceeding Ages: But 
tis almoſt a Miracle, that much of his Language re- 
mains ſo pure; and that he who began Dramatick Poe- 
try amongſt us, untaught by any, and, as Ben Fobn- 
fon tells us, without Learning, ſhould by the Force of 
his own Genius perform ſo much, that in a manner 
he has left no Phraſe for any who come after him. 
The Occafion is fair, and the Subject would be plea- 
fant to handle the Difference of Styles betwixt him and 
Fletcher, and wherein, and how far they are both to 
be imitated. But fince I muſt not be over-confident of 
my own performance after him, it will be Prudence 
in me to be Silent. Yer, I hope, I may affirm, and 
without Vanity, that by imitating him, I have ex- 
cell'd myſelf throughout the Play ; ; and particularly, 
that I prefer the Scene betwixt Antony and Fentidius 


in the firſt Act, to any thing which I have written in. 
this Kind. 


PR O- 


PROLOGUE. | 


As Valtures wait on Armies fir their Prey, 
All gaping for the Carcaſe of a Play, 
ith craaking Notes tLey bode ſome dire Event, 
And follow ching Poets by the Scent. 
Ours gives himſelf for gone ; you've watch'd your Time 
He fights this Day wnarm'd; without his Rhyme : 
And brings a Tale hich often has been told; 
As ſad as Dido's ; and almoſt as old. 
His Hero, «whom you Wits his Bully call, 
Bates of his Mcttle ; and ſcarce rants at all: 
He's ſomewhat lewd ; but a well-meaning Mind; 
Weerps nuch; fights little ; but is wondrous kind. 
In Sort, a Pattern, and Companion fit, 
Far all the keeping Tonies of the Pit. 
I could name more: a Wife and Miftreſs tco 


HAT Fus of Criticks bover here To-day, ; 


Both ( to be plain) too goed for muſt of you : 

The Wife weil-natur d, and the Miſereſi true. 
Nox, Poets, if your Fame has been his Care; 

Allow him all the Candour you can ſpare. | 

A brave Man ſeorns to quarrel once a Day; | 

Like Hectort, in at cry petty Fray. | 

Let thoſe find Fault who's Wit's ſo very ſmall, 

They've need to ſhow that they can think at all: 

Errors like Straws, upon the Surface flow ; 

He <uho would ſearch for Pearls muſt dive below. 


Feps 


PROLOGUE. 


Fops may have leave to lewel all they can; 

As Pygmies would be glad to bp a Man. 
Half-il its are Fleas; fo little and ſo light, 

We jcarce could know they live, but that they bite. 
But, as the Rich, when tir d with daily Feaſts, 

For change, become their next poor Tenant's G uefts ; 
Drink hearty Draughts of Ale, from plain brown Bawwls, 
And j :atch the homely Rajher from the Coais : 

Co you, retiring from much better Cheer, 

For once, may venture to do Penance here. 

And ſince that plenteous Autumn now is paſt, 

I boje Grapes and Peaches have indulg'd your Tafle, 
Take in geod part, from our foor Poet's Board, 
Such rived Fruits as Winter can afford. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 

Mare Antony, M.. Hart. 
Ventidius, bis General, . Mohun. 
Dolabella, hs Friend, M.. Clarke. 
Alexis, the Ducen's Eunauch, M.. Goodman. 
Serapion, Hriq of Ulis, M.. Griffin. 
Another Pricft, Ar. Coyſh. 
Servants to Antony. 

WOMEN. 
Cleopatra Ducen Egypt. Mr.. Boutell. N 
Octavia. Antony: Wife, Mr:, Corey. 
Charmion, —— 
hos. : Cleopatra's Maids. 


Antony's twa little Daughters. 


SCENE, ALEXANDRIA. 
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VVT 
SCE N E, The Tenjle of Ii, 


Enter Serapion, Myris, Pri of Iſis, 


SER APLON, 


Ortents, and Prodigies, are grown fo 
That they have loſt their Name. Our frunful 1 Nile 
Flow'd ere the wonted Seaſon, with a Torrent 
So unexpected, and ſo wondrous fierce, 
That the wild Deluge overtook the Haſte 
Ev'a of the Hinds that watch'd it : Men and Beafts 
Were borne above the Tops of Trees, that grew 
On th' utmoſt Margin of the Water-mark. 
Then, with ſo ſwift an Ebb, the Flood drove . 
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It ſlipt from underneath the Scaly Herd: 
Here monſtrous Phacæ panted on the Shore; 
Forſaken Delybins there, with their broad Tails, 
Lay laſhing the departing Waves: Hard by em, 
Sea-horſes floundring in the flimy Mud, 
Toſs d up their Heads, and dath'd the Ooze about em. 
Enter Alexas Lehind them. 
Mr. Avert theſe Omens, Heav'n. 
Serap. Laſt Night between the Hours of twelve and one, 
In a lone Iſle o'th' Temple while I walk'd 
A Whirlwind roſe, that, with a violent Blaſt, 
Shook all the Dome: The Doors around me clapt; 
The Iron Wicket, that defends the Vault, 
Where the long Race of Prolemies is laid, 
Burſt open, and diſclos'd the mighty Dead. 
From out each Monument, in order plac'd, 
An armed Ghoſt ſtarts up: The Boy-King laſt 
Rear'd his inglorious Head. A Peal of Groans 
Then follow'd, and a lamentable Voice 
Cry'd, Egypt is no more. My Blood ran back, 
My ſhaking Knees againſt each other knock'd ; 
On the cold Pavement down I fell intranc'd, 
And fo unfiniſh'd left the horrid Scene. 
Ax. And, dream'd you this? or, did invent the Story, 
[ Showing bimſelſf. 
To frighten our tian Boys withal, 
And train em up betimes in fear of Prieſthood ? 
Serap. My Lord, I ſaw you not, 
Nor meant my Words ſhould reach your Ears ; but what 
I utter'd was moſt true. 
Alex. A fooliſh Dream, 
Bred from the Fumes of indigeſted Feaſts, 
And holy Luxury. 
Serap. I know my duty : 
This goes no farther. 
Alex. "Tis not fit it ſhould. 
Nor would the Times now bear it, were it true. 
All ſouthern, from yon Hills, the Roman Camp 
N o'er us black and threatning, like a Storm 
Juſt breaking on our Heads. 
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Serap. Our faint Egyptian, pray for Antony ; 

But in their ſervile — ＋ 4 OZatius. 

Mr. Why then does Antony dream out his Hours, 
And tempts not Fortune for a noble Day, 

Which might redeem what Aium loſt ? 

Alex. He thinks tis paſt Recovery. 

Serap. Yet the Foe 
Seems not to preſs the Siege. 

Alex. O, there's the Wonder. 

Mecænas and Agrippa. who can moſt 

With Cæſar, are his Foes. His Wife Ofawvia, 
Driv'n from his Houſe, ſolicits her Revenge ; 
And Dolabella, who was once his Friend, 

Upon ſome private Grudge, now ſeeks his Ruin ; 
Yet ſtill War ſeems on — 6d fide to ſleep. 

Serap. Tis ſtrange that Au en, for ſome days paſt, 
Has not beheld the Face of Clepatra ; 

But here, in /{; Temple, lives retir'd, 
And makes bis Heart a Prey to black Deſpair. 

Alex. Tis true; and we much fear he hopes by Abſence 
To cure his Mind of Love. 

Serap. If he be vanquiſh'd, 

Or make his Peace, Egypt is doom'd to be 

A Reman Province; and our plenteous Harveſts 
Muſt then redeem the Scarceneſs of their Soil. 
While Antony ſtood firm, our Alexandria 
Rival'd proud Rome (Dominion's other Seat) 
And Fortune ſtriding, like a vaſt Cal ut, 

Could fix an equal foot of Empire here. 

Alex. Had I my Wiſh, theſe Tyrants of all Nature, 
Who Lord it o'er Mankind, ſhould periſh, periſh 
Each by the other's Sword ; but, fince our Will 
Is lamely follow'd by our Pow'r, we muſt 
Depend on one; with him to riſe or fall. 

Serap. How ſtands the Queen affected? 

Alex, O ſhe dotes, 

She dotes, Serapion, on this vanquiſh'd Man, 

And winds herſelf about his mighty Rains : 

Whom would the yet forſake, yet yield him up, 

This hunted Prey, to his Purſuer's Hands, = 
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She might preſerve us all: but 'tis in vain 
This changes my Deſigns, this blaſts my Counſels, 
And makes me uſe all means to keep him here, 
Whom I could wiſh divided from her Arms 
Far as the Earth's deep Center. Well, you know 
The State of Things; no more of your ill Omens, 
And black 2 -——___y labour to confim 
The Peoples Hearts. 
Enter Ventidius, talking afide with a Gentleman of 
Antony's. 
Serap. Theſe Romans will o'er hear us. 
But, who's that Stranger? by his warlike Port, 
His fierce Demeanor, and erectcd Look, 
He's of no vulgar Note. 
Alex. O "tis Yentidius, 
Our Emp'ror's great Lieutenant in the Eaſt, 
Who firit ſow'd Rome that Partbia could be conquer'd, 
When Antony return'd from Syria laſt, 
He left this Man to guard the Roman Frontiers. 
Serap. You ſeem to know him well. 
Alex. Too well. I ſaw him in Ciliaa firſt, 
When Clecatra there met Anton; : 
A mortal Fce he was to us, and gt. 
But, let me witneſs to the Worth J hate, 
A braver R:man never drew a Sword. 
Firm to his Prince ; but, as a Fricnd, not Slave, 
He ne'er was of his Pleaſures; but preſides 
O'er all his cooler Hours, and Morning Counſels : 
In ſtort, the Plainneſs, Fierceneſs, ruzged Virtue 
Of an old true-ſtampt Reman lives in him. 
His coming bodes | know not what of III 
To our Affairs. Withdraw, to mark him better; 
And I'll acquaint you why I fought you here, 
And what's our preſent Work. 
[They withdraw to a Corner of the Slage; and Ven- 
tidius, <uith the other, comes forwards to the Freut. 
Vent. Net ſee him, ſay you? 
I ſay, I muſt, and will. 
Gent, He has commanded, 
On Pain of Death, none ſhould approach his Preſence. 
Vent. 
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Vent. I bring him News will raiſe his drooping Spirits, 
Give him new Life. 
Gent. He ſees not Cleopatra. 
Vent. Would he had never ſeen her. 
Gent. He eats not, drinks not, {leeps not, has no uſe 
Of any thing, but Thought, or, if he talks, 
»Tis to himſelf, and then tis perfect Raving; 
Then he defies the World, and bids it paſs; 
Sometimes he gnaws his Lip, and curſes loud 
The Boy O#avizs; then he draws his Mouth 
Into a ſcornful Smile, and cries, Take all, 
The World's not worth my Care. 
Vent. Juſt, juſt his Nature. 
Virtue's his Path; but ſometimes tis too narrow 
For his vaſt Soul; and then he ſtarts out wide, 
And bounds irito a Vice that bears him far 
From his firſt Couric, and plunges him in Ills: 
But, when his Danger makes him find his Fault, 
Quick to obſerve, and full of ſharp Remorſe, 
He cenſures eagerly his own Miſdeeds, 
Judging himſelf with Malice to himſelf, 
And not forgiving what,as Man he did, 
Becauſe his other Parts are more than Man. 
He muſt not thus be loſt. 
[Alexas and the Priefts come forward. 
Alex. You have your full Inſtructions, now advance; 
Proclaim your Orders loudly. 
Serap. Remans, AZ gyptians, hear the Queen's Command. 
Thus C/zzpatra bids, Let Labour ceaſe, 
To Pomp and Triumphs give this happy Day, 
That gave the World a Lord: Tis Antony's. 
Live, Aatam; and Cleopatra hve. 
Be this the general Voice ſent up to Heav'n, 
And ev'ry pablick Place repeat this Echo. 
Vent. Fine Pageantry! [ Lhate, 
Serap. Set out before your Doors, 
The Images of all your ſleeping Fathers, | 
With Laurels cro-vn'd ; with Laurels wreath your Poſts, 
And firow with Flow'rs the Pavement; let the Prieſts 
Do preſent Sacrifice ; pour out the Wine, _ 
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And call the Gods to join with you in Gladneſs. 

Vent. Curſe on the Tongue that bids this general Joy. 
Can they be Friends of Auteny, who revel 
When 4rtony's in Danger? hide, for ſhame, 

You Romans, your Great Grandſires Images, 
For fear their Souls ſhould animate their Marbles, 
' Tobluſh at their degenerate Progeny. 

Alex. A Love which knows no Bounds to Antony, 
Would mark the Day with Honours; when all Heav'n 
Labour'd for him, when each propitious Star 
Stood wakeful in his Orb, to watch that Hour, 

And ſhed his better Influence. Her own Birth day 
Our Qucen neglected, like a vulgar Fate, 
That paſs'd obſcurely by. 
Vent. Would it had ſlept, 
Divided far from his; till ſome remote 
And future Age had cail'd it out, to ruin 
Some other Prince, not him. 
Alex. Your Emperor, 
Tho? grown unkind, would be more gentle, than 
T' upbraid my Queen, for loving him too well. 
Vent. Does the mute Sacrifice upbraid the Prieſt ? 
He knows him not his Executioner. 
O, ſhe has deck'd his Ruin with her Love, 
Led him in golden Bands to gaudy Slaughter, 
And made Ferdition pleafing : She has left him 
The Blank of what be was; 
J tell thee, Eunuch, ſhe has quite unmann'd him: 
Can any Roman fee, and know him now, 
Thus alter'd from the Lord of half Mankind, 
Unbent, unfinew'd, made a Woman's Toy, 
Shrunk from the vaſt Extent of all his Honours, 
And crampt within a Corner of the World? 
O, Antony / 
Thou braveſt S:1dier, and thou beſt of Friends! 
Bounteous as Nature; next to Nature's God! ['em, 
Could'fithou but make new World's, ſo would'ft thou give 
As Bounty were thy Being. Rough in Battle, 
As the firit Romans, when they went to War; . 
Vet after Victory, more pitiful 


Than 
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Than all their ing Virgins left at home! 
Alex. Would you could add to thoſe more ſhining 
Virtues 
His Truth to her who loves him. 
Vent. Would I could not. | 
But, w herefore waſte I precious Hours with thee ? 
Thou art her darling Miſchief, her chief Engine, 
Antony's other Fate. Go, tell thy 
Ventidias is arriv'd, to end her Charms. 
Let your Mgyptian Timbrels play alone: 
Ner mix effeminate Sounds with Roman Trumpets. 
You dare not fight for Aten go pray, 
And keep your Cowards holy-day in Temples. 
[ Ex: ant A'ex. Serap. 
Re-enter the Gentleman of M. Antony. 
2 Gent, The Emperor approaches, and commands, 
On pain of Death, that none preſume to ſtay. 
1 Gent. I dare notdiſobey him. ¶ Going out with the other. 
Tent, Well, I dare. 
But I'll obſerve him firft unſeen, and find 
Which way his Humour drives: The reſt I'll venture. 
[ Withdraws, 
Eater Antony, calling With a dur Motion befere 
be ſpeaks. 
Aut. They tell me, tis my Birth-day; and I'll keep it 
Wirth double Pomp of Sadnefs. 
Lis what the Day deſerves, which gave me Breath. 
Why was I raig'd the Meteor of the World, 
Hung in the Skies, and blazing as I travell'd, 
Till all my Fires were ſpent; and then caſt downward 
To be out by Cz/ar ? 
Vent. [ Afide.] On my Soul, 
Tis mournful, wond*rous mournful ! 
Now, Antoxy, would'it thou be born for this? 
Glutton of Fortune, thy devouring Youth 
Has flarv'd thy wanting Age. 
Vent. How Sorrow ſhakes him! [Alu. 
So, now the Tempeſt tears him up by th' Roots, 
And on the Ground extends the noble Ruin. 
Vor. IV. K Ant, 
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Ant. [ Having thrown himſelf down.) Lie there, the 
Shadow of an Emperor; 
The Place thou preſſeſt on thy Mother Earth 
Is all thy Empire now: Now it contains thee ; 
Some few Days hence, and then 'twill be too large, 
When thou'rt contracted in thy narrow Urn, 
Shrunk to a few cold Aſhes; then Octavia, 
(For C/epatra will not live to fee it) 
OXawia then will have thee all her own, 
And bear thee in her widow'd Hand to Cæſar; 
Cz/ar will weep, the Crocodile will weep, 
To ſee his Rival of the Univerſe | 
Lie {ill and peaceful there. I'll think no more on't. 
Give me ſome Mulick ; look that it be fad : 
PII footh my Melancholy, *till I ſwell, 
And burſt myſelf with ſighing [Soft Mufick. 
"Tis ſomewhat to my Humour: Stay, I fancy 
F'm now turn'd wild, a Commoner of Nature; 
Of all forſaken, and forſaking all ; 
Live in a ſhady Foreſt's Sylvan Scene, 
Stretch'd at my length beneath ſome blaſted Oak, 
] lean my Head upon the moſly Bark, 
And look jutt of a piece, as I grew from it: 
My uncomb'd Locks, matted like Miſleto, 
Hang o'er my hoary Face; a murm'ring Brook 
Runs at my Foot. 
Vent. Methinks I fancy 
Myſelf there too. 
Ant, The Herd come jumping by me, 
And fearleſs, quench their Thirſt, while I look on, 
And take me for their Fellow-Citizen. 
More of this Image, more; it lulls my Thoughts. 
Vest. I muſt diſturb him; 1 can hold no longer. 
[Stands before him. 
Art. flarting up. Art thou Fentidius ? 
Vent. Are you Antony ? 
I'm liker what I was, than you to him; 
left you laſt. 
At. I'm angry. 
Vent. So am |. 


Aut. 
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Ant. I would be private: Leave me. 
Vent. Sir, I love you, 
And therefore will not leave you. 
Ant. Will not leave me? 
Where have you learnt that Anſwer? Who am [? 
Vent. My Emperor; the Man I love next Heav'n : 
4, ſaid * I think bow oe —_ Sin: 
ou're all that's 5 -li 
Ant. All that's == "”_ 
You wilt not leave me then ? 
ent. Twas too preſuming 
To ſay I would not; but | dare net leave you: 
And *'tis unkind in you to chide me hence 
So ſoon, when I fo far have come to ſce you. 
Ant. Now thou haſt ſeen me. art thee ſatisfy'd ? 
For, if a Friend, thou halt beheld enuugh ; 
And if a Foe, too much. 
Vent. Look, Emperor, this is no common Dev, 
[FH eeping. 
I have not wept this forty Years; but now 
My Mother comes afreſh into my Eyes ; 
I cannot nelp her Softneſs. [weeps ! 
Ant. By Heav'n, he weeps, old Man, he 
The big round Drops courte 4 xxl os down 
The Furrows of his Cheeks. Stop em, Fextidins, 
Or I ſhall bluſk to Death: They ſer my Shame, 
That caus'd 'em, full before me, 
Vent. I'll do my beſt. 
Aut. Sure there's Contagion in the Tears of Friends; 


See, I have caught it too. Believe me, *tis not 


For my own Griefs but thine——Nay, Father. 

Vent. Emperor. 

Aut. Emperor! Why, thet's the Style of Viory 
The conqu ring Soldier, red with unfelt Wounds, 
Salutes his General ſo: but never more 
Shall that Sound reach my Ears. 

Vent. I warrant you. 

Ant. Aftium, Adtium ! Oh 

Vent. It fits too near you. 

Ant. Here, here it lies; a Lump of Lead hy Day, 

K 2 | And, 
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And, in my ſhort, diſtracted, nightly Slumbers, 
Ihe Hag that rides my Dream 


Vent. with it: give it vent. 
Ant. Urge not my — 
1 loft a Battel. 
Vent. So has Fulixs done. ſthink'f ; 
Ant. Thou fa vour'ſt me, and ſpeak'ſt not half thou 
For Julius fought it out, and loſt it fairly: 
But Autony—— 
Vent. Nay, ſtop not. 
Ant. Antony. 
(Well, thou wilt have it) like a Coward, fled, 
Fled while his Soldiers fought ; fled firſt, Yentid:us. 
Thou long'ſt to curſe me, and I give thee leave. 
] knw thou cam'ſt prepar'd to rail. 
ent, I did. 
Ant. I'll help thee—T have been a Man, Fentid;xs. 
Fent. Yes; and a brave one; but—— 
Ant. I know thy Meaning. 
But, I have loſt my Reaſon, have diſgrac d 
The Name of Soldier, with inglorious Eaſe. 
In the full Vintage of my. flowing Honours, 
Sat fill, and ſaw it preſt by other Hands. 
Fortune came ſmiling to my Youth, and woo'd it, 
And purple Greatneſs met my ripen'd Years. 
When firſt I came to Empire, I was born 
On Tides of People, crouding to my Triumphs ; 
The Wiſh of Nations, and the willing World 
Receiv'd me as its Pledge of future Peace; 
] was fo great, ſs happy, ſo belov'd, _ 
Fate could not ruin me; till I took Pains 
And work'd againſt my Fortune, chid her from me, 
And turn'd her looſe ; yet ſtill ſhe came again. 
My careleſs Days, and my luxurious Nights, 
At length have weary d her, and now ſhe's gone, 
Gone, gone, divorc'd for ever. Help me, Soldier, 
To _- this Mad-man, this induſtrious Fool, 
Who labour d to be wretched: Pr'ythee curſe me. 
Vent. No. nt BE 
Ant. Why ? 


Vents 


The Won tp well Losr. 209 


Vint. You are too ſenfible already 
Of what you've done, too conſcious of your Failings, 
And, like a Scorpion, whipt by others firit 
To Fury, fling yourſelf in mad Revenge. 
I would bring Balm, and pour it in your Wound:, 
Cure your diſtemper d Mind, and heal your Foriune:. 
Ant. | know thou would ſt. 
Vent. I will, 
Ant. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Vent. You laugh. 
Ant. I do, to fee officious Love 
Give Cordials to the Dead. 
_ Yeni. You would be loſt then? 
Ant. I am. 
Vent. | ſay you are not. Try your Fortune. [rate, 
Ant. I have, to th' utmoſt. Doit thou think me detyr - 
Without juſt Cauſe? No, when 1 found ali loit 
Beyond repair, I hid me from the World, 
And learnt to ſcorn it here; which now el do 
So heartily, I think it is not worth 
The coſt of keeping. 
Vent. Ceſar thinks not fo : 
He'll thank you for the Gift he could not take, 
You would be kilPd like Ta/f, would j ou? co, 
Hold out your Throat to Ceſar, and die tamely 
Ant. No, I can kill myſelf; and fo reſolve. 
Fent. I can die with you too, when time ſhall ſerve 
But Fortune calls upon us now to live, 
To Fight, to Conquer. 
Ant. Sure thou dream'ſt, Yenticius. 
Vin No; tis you dream; ycu fleep away your Hours 
In deſperate Sloth, miſcall'd Ph:/o/op4y. 
Up, up, for Honour's ſake ; twelve Legions wait you, 
And long to call you Chief: By painful Journeys, 
I led 'em patient, both of Heat and Hunger, 
Down from the Parthian Marches, to the Nile. 
Twill do you to ſee their Sun-t urnt Faces, 
Their ſcarr'd Cheeks, and chopt Hands: there's Virtue 
They'llſellthoſe mingled Limbs at dearer Kates ſ in em. 
Than yoad trim Bands can buy. 


K 3 And, 
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Aut. Where left you them ? 
ent. I ſaid, in lower Syria. 
Ant. Bring em hither ; 
There may be Life in theſe. 
ent. They will not come. [Aids. 
Art. Why didſt thou mock my Hopes with promis d 
To double my Deſpair ? They're Mutinous. 
Vent. Moſt Firm and Loyal. 
Art, Yet they will not march 
To ſuccour me. O Trifler! 
nt. They petition 
You would make haſte to head 'em. 
Ant. I'm beſieg'd. [ hither ? 
Vent. There's but one Way ſhut up: How came I 
Ant. I will not ſtir. 
Vent. They would perhaps deſire 
A better Reaſon. 
Aut. J have never us'd 
My Solꝭ iets to demand x Reaſon of 
My Actions. Why did they refuſe to march? 
rut. They ſaid they would not fight for Cleopatra. 
Ant. What was't they faid ? 
ent. They faid, they would not fight for Cleopatra. 
V. by thoald they fight indeed to make her conquer, 
And make ycu more a Slave; to gain you Kingdoms, 
Vick, for a Kiſs, at your next midnight Fealt, 
You'll {eil to her? then ſhe new names her Jewels, 
And calls this Diamond ſuch or ſuch a Tax, 
Each Pendant in her Ear ſhall be a Province. 
Ant. Fertidias, | allow your Tongue free Licence 
On all my other Faults; but, on your Life, 
No word cf Chopatra: She deſerves 
M:re Worlds than I can loſe. 
Fert. Behold, you Pow'rs, 
To whom you have intruſted Humankind ; 
See Europe, Africk, 4fie, put in Balance, 
And all weigh'd down by one light worthleſs Woman! 
I think the Gods are A»tonzes, and give, 
Like Prodigals, this nether World away 
To none but waſteful Hands. 


* 


Ant. 


. 
* 
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Ant. You preſumptuous. 
Vent. I take the Privilege of plain Love to ſpeak. 
Ant. Plain Love ! plain Arrogance, plain Infolence! 
Thy Men are Cowards ; thou, an envious Traitor; 
Who, under ſeeming Honeſty, haft vented 
The Burden of thy rank o'erflowing Gall. 
O that thou wert my Equal; great in Arms 
As the firit Cz/ar was, that I might kill thee 
Without a Stain to Honour ! | 
Vent. You may kill me; 
You have done more already, call'd me Traitor. 
Ant. Art thou not one ? 
Vent. For ſhowing you yourſelf. 
Which none elſe durſt have done; but had I been 
That Name, which I diſdain to ſpeak again, 
I needed not have ſought your abject Fortunes, 
Come to partake your Fate, to die with you. 
What hindred me to've led my conqu'ring Eagles 
To fill Octaviu Bands? I cou'd have been 
A Traitor then, a glorious happy Traitor, 
And not have been io call'd. 
Ant. Forgive me, Soldier : 
I've been too paſſionate. 
Vent. You thought me falſe ; 
Thought my old Age betray'd you: Kill me, Sir; 
Pray kill me; yet you need not, your Unkindacis 
Has left your Sword no Work. 
Ant. I did not think fo; 
I faid it in my Rage: Pr'ythee forgive me: 
Why didit thou tempt my Anger, by Diſcovery 
Of what I would not hear ? 
Vent. No Prince but you 
Could merit that Sincerity I us'd, 
Nor durſt another Man have ventur'd it; 
But you, ere Love mil-led your wandring Eve, 
Wers ſure the chief and beit of human Race, 
Fram'd in the very Pride and Boaſt of Nature; 
So perfect, that the Gods who form'd you wonder'd 
At their own Skill, and cry'd, a lucky Hit 
Has mended our n. Their Envy hindred, 
4 Eiſe 
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Elſe you had been Immortal, and a Pattern, 
When Heav'n would work for Oftentation ſake, 

| To copy out again. 
| dt, But Clopatra—— 
| Go on; for I can bear it now. 
| Vent. No more. 
| Ant. Thou dar'ſt not truſt my Paſſion; but thou may'll : 
7 Thou only lov'ſt; the reft have flatter d me. [Word. 
| Fent. Heaven's Bleiling on your Heart, for that kind 
1 May I believe you love me ? ſpeak again. 
| Aut. Indeed 1 do. Speak this, and this, and this. 
| [ Hugging him. 
| Thy Praiſes were anjuſt ; but, PII deſerve em, | 
And yet mend all. Do with me what thou wilt? | 
Lead me to Victory, thou know'ſt the Way. 

nt. And, will you leave this 

Ant. Pr'y thee do not curſe her, 
And | will leave her; though, Heav'n knows, I love 
Beyond Life, Conqueſt, Empire; all but Honour : 
But I will leave her. 

int. That's my Royal Maſter, 
And, ſhall we fight ? 

Ant. | warrant thee, old Soldier. 
Thou ſhalt behold me once again in Iron, 
And at the head of our old „that beat 
The Parthians, cry aloud, Come follow me. 

Vent O now | bear my Emperor ! in that Word 
C&avius fell. Gods, let me fee that Dav, 
And, if I have ten Years behind, take all; 
Vl thank you for th Exchange. 

Ant. Oh Cle:parra ! 

Vent. Again? 

Ant. I've done: In that laſt Sigh, ſhe went. 
Cx/ar (hall know what tis to force a Lover 
From all he holds moſt dear. 

Vent. Methinks you breathe 
Anotker Soul: Your Looks are more Divine ; 
You ſpeak a Hero, and you move a God. 

At. O, thou haſt fir d me; my Soul's up in Arms, 
And mans each Part about me: Once again, 
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That noble Eagerneſs of Fight has ſeiz'd me; 
That Eagerneſs, with hy darted upward 
To Caſta Camp: In vain the ſteepy Hill 

d my Way; in vain a War of Spears 
Sung round my Head, and planted all my Shield; 
I won the Treaches, while my foremoſt Men 
Lagg'd on the Plain below. 
Veit. Ye Gods, Ye Gods, 
For ſuch another Hour ! 

Ant. Come on, my Soldier 

Our Hearts and Arms are hill the ſame: I long 
Once more to meet our Foes ; That thou and I, 
Like Time and Death, marching before our Troops, 
May taſte Fate to'em ; Mow 'em out a Paſſage, 
And, entring where the foremoit Squadrons yield, 
Begia the noble Harveſt of the Field. { Exeunt, 


terer 


rden 
Enter Cleopatra, Iras and Alexas. 


Cleo. HAT ſhall I do, or whither ſhall I turn ? 
Ventidius has o'ercome, and he will go. 
Alex. He goes to fight for you. 
Clo. Then he would ſee me, ere he went to fight 
Flatter me not: If once he goes, he's lot ; 
And all my Hopes deſtroy d. 

Alex. Does this weak Paſſion 
Become a mighty Queen ? 

Cho. I am no Queen; 
Is this to be a Queen, to be beſieg'd 
By yon inſulting Koman ; and to wait 
Each Hour the Vitior's Chain? Theſe Is are ſmall ; 
For Antony is loſt, and I can mourn 
For nothing elſe but him, Now come, OC.“ 
I have no more to loſe ; prepare thy Bards 
I'm fit to be a Captive : Antony 

K 5 FI a4 
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Has taught my Mind the Fortune of a Slave. 

Trat. Call Reaton to aſſiſt you. 
Cleo. | have none, 

And none would have: My Love's a noble Madneſs, 

Which ſhows the Cauſe deſerv'd it. Moderate Sorrow 

Fits vulgar Love; and for a vulgar Man: 

But I have lov'd with ſuch tranſcendent Paſſion, 

I ſoar'd, at firit, quite out of Reaſon's View, 

And now am loſt above it No, Pm proud 

"Tis thus: Would Antony could fee me now; 

Think you he would not ligh? though he muſt leave me. 

Sure he would figh ; for he is noble natur'd, 

And bears a tender Heart: I know him well. 

Ah, no, I know him not; I knew him once, 

But now tis paſt. 

Tras. Let it 45 with you: 

Forget him, Madam. 

Cle. Never, never, Fat. 

He once was mine; and once, though now tis gone, 

Leaves a faint Image of Poſſeſſion 11]. 

Jex. Think him Unconftant, Cruel, and Ungrateful. 
Cleo. I cannot: If I could, thoſe Thoughts were vain ; 
Faithleſs, Ungrateful, Cruel, though he be, 
I ttill muſt love bim. 
Enter Charmion. 

Now, what News, my Charnion ? 

Will he be kind? and, will he not forſake me ? 

Am I to live or dic? nay, do I Eve? 

Or am I dead? for when he gave his Anſwer, 

Fate took the Word, and then I liv'd or dy'd. 
Cher. I found him, Madam 
Clca. A long Speech preparing? 

If thou bring'ſt Comfort, hafte, and give it me; 

For never ws more need. 
#-as. | kaow he loves you. 
Clo. Had he been kind, her Eyes had told me ſo, 

Before her Tongue could ſpeak it: Now the ſtudies, 

To foften what he faid ; but give me Death, 

Juſt as he ſent it, Charmian, undiſguis d, 

And in the Words he ſpoke. 


Char, 
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Char. I found him then 
Tncompaſs'd round, I think, with Iron Statues, 
So mate, ſo motionleſs his Soldiers ſtood, 
While awfully he caſt his Eyes about, 
And ev'ry Leader's Hopes and Fears ſurvey'd : 
Methought he look'd refolv'd, and yet not pleas'd. 
When he beheld me firuggling in the Crowd, 
He bluſh'd, and bade make way. 

Alex. There's 32 

Char. YVentidius fixt his Eyes my Paſſage, 
Severely, as he meant to hs ts bak. 
And fullenly gave place; I told my Meſſage, 
Jaſt as you gave it, broken and diforder'd ; 
I number'd in it all your Sighs and Tears, 
And while 1 mov'd your pitiful Requeſt, 
That you but only be da laſt Farewel, 
He fetch'd an inward Groan, and ev'ry time 
I nam'd you, figh'd, as if his Heart were breaking, 
But ſhun'd my Eyes, and guiltily look'd down; 
He ſeem'd not now that awful Antony | 


Char. He bid me ſay, He knew himſelf ſo well, 
He could deny you nothing, if he ſaw you; | 


And therefore 
Cleo. Thou would'ſt ſay, he would not ſee me? 
Char. And therefore begg'd you not to uſe a Power, 

—.— he could 2 yet he ſhould ever 

ef you as ou 
G Is that a Woe” 

For Antony to ule to C a ? 

Oh that faint Word, Reipe&! how I diſdain it ! 

Diſdain myſelf, for loving after it 

He ſhould have kept that Word for cold OZavwia. 

Reſpe& is for a Wife : Am I that thing, = 

That dull inſipid Lump, without Deſires, 

And without Power to give em? 


Alex. 
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Alex. You mizjudge ; 

You ſee through Love, and that deludes your Sight* 
As, what is firaight, ſeems crooked through the Water 
But I, who bear my Reaſon undiſturb'd, 

Can ſee this Antony, this dreaded Man, 

A fearful Slave, who fain would run away, 

And ſhuns his Maſter's Eyes; if you purſue him, 
My Life on't, be ſtill drags a Chain along, 

That needs mult clog his Flight. 

Clo. Could I believe thee ! 

Alex. By ev'ry Circumfitance I know he loves. 
True, he's hard preſt, by Int'reſt and by Honour: 
Yet he bat doubts, and parlies, and calls out 
Many a long Look for Succour. 

Cles. He tends word, 

He fears to ſee my Face. 

Alex. And would you more? 

He ſhows his Weakneſs who declines the Combat; 
And you muſt your Fortune, Could he ſpeak 
More plainly ? To my Ears, the Meſſage ſounds 
Come to my Reſcue, Cleopatra, come; 

Come, free me from Fentidius; from my Tyrant: 
See me, and give me a pretence to leave him. 

I hear his Trumpets. This way he muſt paſs. 
Pleafe you, retire a while; I'll work him firlt, 
That he may bend more eaſy. 

Ce. You ſhall rule me; 

Bur all, I fear, in vain, [ Ex. «ith Char. and Iras. 
Alex. | fear fo too; 
Though I conceaPd my 
Bur tis our utmoſt Means, 


ts to make her bold: 
Fate befriend it. 
Lee,. 
Euter Lictors 2cith Faſces ; one bearing the Eagle : Then 
enter Antony with Ventidius, follow'd by ether Cam- 
mander 


J. 
Aut. Odtadias is the Minion of blind Chance, 
Put holds from Virtue nothing. 
Fent. Has he Courage? 
Aut. But juſt enough to ſeaſon him from Coward, 
O, d the coldeſt Youth upon a Charge, 


The 
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The moſt deliberate Fighter! if he ventures 
(As in Iihria once they fay he did 
To ftorm a Town) tis when he cannot chooſe, 
When all the World have fixt their Eyes upon him ; 
And then he lives on that for ſeven Years after. 
But, gory | ion 

Vent. I heard you challeng'd him. 
Mit. I did, Fentidius. 
What think'ſt thou was his Anſwer ? Twas ſo tame, 
He ſaid he had more Ways than one to die 3 
I had not. 

Vent. Poor! 

Ant. He has more Ways than one ; 
But he would chooſe 'em all before that one. 

Vent. He firſt would chooſe an Ague, or a Fever. 

Ant. No: It muſt be an Ague, not a Fever: 
He has not Warmth enough to die by that. 
and a Bed. 
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live, like a Lamp, to the laſt Wink, 
And crawl upon the utmoſt Verge of Life: 
O Hercules! Why ſhould a Man like this, 
Who dares not truſt his Fate for one great Action, 
Be all the Care of Heav'n ? Why ſhould he lord it 
O'er fourſcore thouſand Men, of whom each one 
Is braver than himſelf? 
Fent. You conquer d for him: 
Philippi knows it; there you ſhar'd with him 
That Empire, which your Sword made all your own. 
4xt. Fool that I was, upon my Eagle's Wings 
I bore this Wren, *till I was tir'd with Soaring, 
And now he mounts above me. 
Good Heav'ns, is this, is this the Man who braves me? 
Who bids my Age make way? Drives me before him? 
To the World's Ridge, and fi me of like Rubbiſh, 
Vent. Sir, we loſe time ; the Troops are mounted all. 
Ant. Then give the Word to march: 
I to leave this Priſon of a — 
To join the Legions ; and, in open Field, 
Once more to ſhew wy Face, Lead, my Deliverer. 


Enter 
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* 1 Enter Alexas. 

Alex. Great Emperor, 

In mighty Arms renown'd above Mankind, 
But, in ſoft Pity to the oppreſt a Gd: 
This Meſſage tends the mournful Cleopatra 
To her departing Lord. , 

Vent. Smooth Sycophant ! 

Alex. A thouſand Wiſhes, and ten thouſand Pray'rs, 
Millions of Bleſſings wait you to the Wars, 

Millions of Sighs and Tears ſhe ſends you too, 

And would have fent 

As many dear Embraces to your Arms, 
As many parting Kiſſes to your Lips, 
But thoſe, ſhe fears, have weary'd you already, 

Vent. [ Afede.) Falſe Crocodile! 

Alex. And yetſhe begs not now, you wouldnot leaveher, 
That were a Wiſh too mighty for her Hopes, 
Toopreſumingfor her low Fortune, andyour 8 
That were a Wiſh for her more proſp rous Days, 
Her blooming Beauty, and your growing Kindneſs. 

Ant. 9285 „ I muit Man it out; What would 


Alex. Firſt, to theſe noble Warriors, who attend 
Your daring Courage in the Chaſe of Fame, 
(Too daring, and too dang'rous for her Quiet) 
She humbly recommends all ſhe holds dear, 
All her own Cares and Fears, the Care of you. 
Vent. Yes, witneſs Afium. 
Ant. Let him ſpeak, Yentidius. 
Alex. You, w henhismatchleſs Valourbearshimforward, 
With Ardour tco heroic, on his Foes, 
Fall down, as ſhe would do, before his Feet : 
Lie in his way, and flop the Paths of Death ; 
Tell him, this God is not invulnerable, 
That abſent Chopatra bleeds in him; 
And, that you may remember her Petition, 
She begs you wear theſe Trifles, as a Pawn, 
Whick, at your wiſht Return, ſhe will redeem 
[Gives Jewels to the Commanders. 
Wich all the Wealth of Zg ypr: 


This 
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This, to the great Yextidius ſhe preſents, 
Whom ſhe can never count her Enemy, 
Becauſe he loves her Lord. 

Vent. Tell her I'll none ont; 

I'm not aſham'd of honeſt Poverty: 

Not all the Diamonds of the Eaſt can bribe 
Ventidius from his Faith. I hope to ſee 
Theſe, and the reſt of all her ſparkling Store, 
Where they fhall more deſervingly be plac'd. 

Ant. And who mutt wear em then? 

Vent. The wrong d Ofavia. 

Ant. You might have ſpar'd that Word. 

Vat. And he that Bribe. 

Ant. But have I no Remembrance ? 

Alex. Yes, a dear one : 

Your Slave, the 
Ant. My Miſtreis. 

Alex. Then your Miſtreſs, 
Your Miſtreſs would, ſhe ſays, have ſent her Soul, 
But that you had long ſince ; ſhe humbly begs 
This ruby Bracelet, ſet with bleeding Hearts, 
(The Emblems of her own) — your Arm 

Fe, 

Vent. Now, my beſt Lord, in Honour 


Touch not theſe poiſon'd Gifts, 
Infected by the Sender, touch em not; 

Myriads of blueſt Plagues lie underneath em, 

And more than Aconite has dipt the Silk. 

Ant. Nay, now you grow too Cynical, Fentidins > 
A Lady's Favours may be worn with Honour. 
What, to refuſe her Bracelet! On my Soul, 

When I lie penſive in my Tent alone, 

"Twill paſs the wakeful Hours of Winter Nights, 
To tell thoſe pretty Beads upon my Arm, 

To count for every one a ſoft Embrace. 

A melting Kiſs at ſuch and ſuch a Time; 

And now and then the Fury of her Love, 
When——And what Harm's in this? 
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Alex. None, none, my Lord, a 
But what's to her, that now tis paſt for ever. 

n We Soldiers are ſo aukward 

p me to tie it. 

Alex. In faith, my Lord, weCourtiers too are aukward 
In theſe Affairs: So are all Men indeed: 

Ev'a I, who am not one. But ſhall I ſpeak? 

Ant. Yes, freely. 

Alex. Then, my Lord, fair Hands alone 
Are ht to tie it; ſhe, who ſent it, can. 

Vent. Hell, Death! this Eunuch Pandar ruins you. 
You —- ſee her? A 

Alexas whi/pers an Attendant, goes out. 

Ant. But to take my Leave. 

Vent. Then I have waſh'd an Z£:hiope. Vare undone; 
Yare in the Toils; y'are taken; y are deſtroy d: 
Her Eyes do Ce/ar's Work. 

Ant. You fear too ſoon. 


Pm conſtant to myfelf: I know my Strength ; 
And yet ſhe ſhall not . 
Born in the Depths of Africk : Pm a Roman, 

Bred to the Rules of ſoft Humanity. 

A Gueſt, and kindly us'd, ſhould bid farewel. 


Enter . Charmion azd Iras. 
2 Well, Madam, we are met. 
- Is this a Meeting? 
Then, we muſt part? 
Ant. We maſt. 
ko. Who ſays we muſt ? 
Our o vn hard Fates. 
Cleo. We m ke thoſe Fates ourſelves. 
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Art. Ves, we have made em; we have lov'd each other 
Into our mutual Ruin. 
Clo. The Gods have ſeen my Joys with en vious Eyes; 
I have no Friends in Heav'n; and all the World, 
(As 'twere the Bus neſs of Mankind to part us) 
Is arm'd againſt my Love: Ev'n you yourſelf 
Join with the reſt; you, you are arm'd againſt me. 
Ang. I will be juſtify'd in all I do 
To late Pofterity, and therefore bear me. 
If I mix a Lye 
With any Truth, reproach me freely with it; 
Elſe, favour me with Silence. | 
Cleo You command me, 
And I *__ 8 
Vent. | like this well: He ſhows Authority. 
Ant. That I derive my Ruin 
From you alone—— 
Cles. O Heav'ns! I ruin you! 
Ant. You promis'd me your Silence, and you break it 
Ere I have ſcarce begun. 
Clio. Well, I obey you. 
Aut. When I beheld you firſt it was in Abe, 
Ere Cæſar ſaw your Eyes; you gave me Love. 


And were too young to know it; that I ſettled 
Your Father on his Throne, was for your ſake, 
J left th' Acknowledgment for time to ri 
Ce/ar Rept in, and with a y Han 
Pluck d the green Fruit, ere the firſt bluſh of Red, 
Yet cleaving to the Bough. He was my Lord, 
And was, beſide, too great for me to rival. 
But, I deſerv'd you firit, tho” he enjoy d you. 
When, after, I beheld you in C:hicra, 
An Enemy to Rome, I pardon'd ou. 

Cleo. I clear'd — — 

Ant. Again you break your Promiſe. 
J lov'd you ſtill, and took your weak Excuſes, 
Took you into my Boſom, flain'd by Cæſar, 
And not half mine; I went to Zgype with you, 
And hid me from the Bus'neſs of the World, 
Shut out enquiring Nations from my Sight, 


To 
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To give whole Years to you. 
Vent. Yes, to your Shame be't ſpoken. Lu. 
Ant. How I lov'd 
Witneſs ye Days and Nights, ard all ye Hours, 
That danc'd away with Down upon your Feet, 
As all your Bus'neſs were to count my Paſſion. 
One Day paſs'd by. and nothing {:w but Love; 
Another came, and ſtill "twas only Love: | 
The Suns were weary*d out with looking on, 
And I untir'd with loving. 
I ſaw you every Day, and all the Day; D 
And every Day was ſtill but as the firſt: 
So eager was I ſtill to ſee you more. 


Vert. Tis all too true. 4 
Ant. Fulvia, my Wife, grew jealous, 
As ſhe indeed had Reaſon, rais'd a War A 
In Taly, to call me back. | 1 
Vent. But yet 4 
You went not. F 


Art. While within your Arms I lay, Þ 
The World fell mouldring from my Hands each Hour, 
And left me ſcarce a Graſp (I thank your Love fort.) | 

Vent. Well puſh'd: That laſt was home. 

Clo. Yet may I ſpeak? 

Ant. If 1 have urg'd a Falſhood, yes; elſe, not, 
Your Silence ſays | have not. Falwvia dy'd; | 
(Pardon, you Gods, with my Unkindnefs dy'd) 
To ſet the World at Peace, I ook Ofawa, 
This Cæſar's Silier; in her Pride of Youth, 
And Flow'r of Beauty did I wed u 
Whom bluſhing I muſt praiſe, becauſe I left her. 
You call'd; my Love obey'd the fatal Summons : 
This rais'd the Reman Arms; the Cauſe was yours. 
] would have fought by Land, where 1 was ſtronger ; 
You hinder'd it: Yet, when I fought at Sea, 
Forſook me fighting ; and (oh Stain to Honour ! 
Oh laſting Shame ) I knew not that I fled; 
But fled to follow you. 

Vent. What Haſte ſhe made to hoiſt her purple Sails! 


And, to appear magnificent in Flight, "2 


Pj „ „ = .J,09 COMO D OHH 
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Drew half our Strength away. 

Ant. All this you caus d. 
And, would you multiply more Ruins on me? 
This honeſt Man, my beit, my only Friend. 
Has gather'd up the Shipwreck cf my Fortunes; 
Twelve Legions I have left, my lait Recruits, 
And you have watch'd the News, and bring your Eyes 
To ſeize them too. If you have aught to anſwer, 
Now ſpeak, you have free Leave. 

Alex. ¶ Afide.] She fands confounded : 
Deſpair is in her Eyes. 

ent. Now lay a Sigh i'th' way, to flop his Paſſage ; 
Prepare a Tear, and bid it for bis Legions ; 
'Tis like they ſhall be fold. [Judge 

Cleo. How ſhall I plead my Cauſe, when you my 
Already have condemn'd me ? Shall I bring 
The Love you bore me for my Advocate ? 
That now is turn'd againſt me, that deſtroys me? 
For, Love, once paſt, is, at the beſt ſorgotten; 
But often fours to Hate : twill pleaſe my Lord 
To ruin me, and therefore Pl] be guilty. 
But, could lonce have thought it would have pleas'dy ou, 
That you would pry, with narrow ſearching Eyes 
Into my Faults, — to my Deſtruction, 
And watching all Advantages with Care, 
That ſerve to make me wretched? Speak, my Lord, 
For J end here. Though I deſerve this Uſage, 
Was it like you to give it? 

Ant. O you wrong me, 
To think I ſought this Parting, or defir'd 
T” accuſe you more than what will clear myſelf, 
And juſtity this Breach. 

Cleo. Thus low I thank you. 
And fince my Innocence will not offend, 
I ſhall not bluſh to own it. 

Vent. After this 
I think ſhe'll bluſh at nothing. 

Cleo. You ſeem griev'd, 
(And therein you are kind) that Cæſar firſt 
Enjoy'd my Love, though you deſerw'd it better: 
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J grieve for that, my Lord, much more than vou; 
For, had | firit been yours, it would have ſav d 
My ſecond Choice: I never had been his, 
And ne'er had been but yours. But Ce/ar firſt, 
You ſay polſeſs'd my Love. Not fo, my Lord: 
He firit poſſeis d my Perſon ; you my Love: 
Cæſar lov'd me; but I lov'd Antony. 
Jf | endur'd him after, twas becauſe 
] judg'd it due to the firt Name of Men; 
And, half conſtrain'd, I gave, as to a Tyrant, 
What he would take by Force. 
Vent. O Siren! Siren! 
Yet grant that all the Love ſhe boaſts were true, 
Has ſhe not ruin'd you? I ſtill urge that, 
The fatal Conſequence. | 
Cleo. The Conſequence indeed, 
For I dare challenge him, my Foe, 
To ſay it was deſign'd: Tis true, I lov'd you, 
And kept you far from an uneaſy Wife, 
(Such Falvia was.) 
Yes, but hell ſay you left OZawia for me 
And, can you blame me to receive that Love, 
Which quitted ſuch Defert for worthleſs Me ? 
How often have I wiſh'd ſome other Ce/ar, 
Great as the firlt, and as the ſecond young, 
Would cout my Love, to be refusd for you 
Vent. Words, Words; but 4&4:vm, Sir, remember 
Adtium. 
Cleo. Ev'n there, I dare his Malice. True, I counſell'd 
To fight at Sea; but, I betray'd you not. 
I fled, but not to th Enemy. "Twas Fear; 
Would I had been a Man, not to have fear'd, 
For none would then have envy'd me your Friendſhip, 
Who envy me your Love. 
Ant. We're both unhappy : 
If nothing elſe, yet our ill Fortune parts us. 
Speak, would you have me feriſh by my Stay“ 
Cle. If as a Friend you ak my Judgment, Go; 
If as a Lover, Stay. If you mult perun; 
'Tis a hard Word; but ſtay. 


e Ss po... DT. 


Vet. 
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Vent. See now th' Effects of her ſo boaſted Love 
She ftrives to you down to Ruin with her ; 
But, could ſhe ſcape without you, oh how ſoon 
Would ſhe let go ber Hold, and haſte to Shore, 
And never behind! 

Cho. Then judge my Love by this. 


Cui A Writing. 
Could I have borne OY 3 


A Life or Death, a Happineſs or Woe 
From yours divided, this had givin me Means, 
Ant. By Hercules, the Writing of Ofavins ! 

I] know it well ; tis that proſcribing Hand, 
Young as it was, that led the way to mine, 

And left me but the ſecond Place in Murder 
See, ſee, Yentidius ! here he offers gp, 

And joins all Syria to it, as a Preſent, 

So, in Requital, ſhe forſake my Fortunes, 

And join her Arms with his. 

Cleo. And yet you leave me 

You leave me, Antony ; and, yet I love you. 
Indeed I do: I have refus'd a Kingdom, 

og AN yak Life ; with thing, 
For I with Life ; with any thi 
Lee 
s that a hard Requeſt? 

Ant. Next living with you, 
is all that Heav'n can give. 
Ax. He melts; we . Afede. 
Cleo. No: you ſhall go: 2 | 
es; your dear Int'reſt pulls too „for theſe 
eak Arms to hold you here [T ahes his Hand. 
{ 10; leave me, Soldier; 

For you're no more a Lover :) leave me 


Rad, when your 
Sreathleſs almoſt 
Soldiers ſhout 


8 
* 
* 


T 
d 


Ps 


ty ; 
nd ſtraight your Brow clears up, 
- Ant 


12 
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Ant. Gods, tis too much; too much for Man to bear; 


Cleo. What is't for me then, 
A weak forſaken Woman: and a Lover? 
Here let me breathe my laſt? Envy me not 
This Minute in your Arms: P'll die apace : 
As faſt as e er I can; and end your Trouble. 

Ant. Die ! Rather let . Looſen'd Nature 
Leap from its Hinges, fink the Props of Heav'n, 
And fall the Skies to cruſh the nether World. 

My Eyes, my Soul, my All! [ Embraces her, 

Vent. And what's this Toy, 

In Balance with your Fortune, Honour, Fame ? 

Ant, What is't, Yentidins ? it out-weighs them all; 
Why, we have more than conquer d Cæſar now: 
My Queen's not only Innocent, but loves me. 

This, this is ſhe © who drags me down to Ruin ! 


But, could ſhe 'ſcape without me, with what haſte 


* Would the let flip her hold, and make to Shore, 

And never look behind! 

Down on thy Knees, Blaſphemer as thou art, 

And ask forgiveneſs of wrong'd Innocence. 
Vent. I'll rather die, than take it. Will you go? 


Ant. Go! Whither? Go from all that's Ex t 


Faith, Honour, Virtue, all good things forbid, 

That I ſnhould go from her, who ſets my Love 

Above the Price of —_—_— Give, you Gods, 

Give to your Boy, y ny" 

This Rattle of » Globe to play withal, 

This Gu-gau World, t him — off: 

I'll not dos pleas'd with aan 
Cleo. She's wholly yours. My Heads $ fo full of Joy, 

That I ſhall do ſome wild Extravagance 

Of Love, in publick ; and the fooliſh World, 

Which knows not Tenderneſs, will think me mad. 

* 2 Women ! Women! all the God: 
ave not ſuch Pow'r of doing to Man, 

As you of doing harm. _ [ Exit. 
Ant. Our Men are arm'd. 

Unbar the Gate that looks to Cæſars Camp: 

1 would revenge the Treachery he meant me: 


And 


And 
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And long Security makes Conqueſt eaſy, 

I'm eager to return before I go; 

For, all the Pleaſures I have known, beat thick 

On my Remembrance: How I long for Night! 

That both the ſweets of mutual Love may try, 

And Triumph once o'er Cæſar ere we die. [Exeunt, 


GERT SUITE URESEUTIRIIED 


ACT IL SCENE I. 


At one Door enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, and Alexas, 
a Train of Egyptians : At the other Antony and Ro- 
mans. The Entrance on both Sides is prepar'd by Muſick; 
The Trumpets firſt ſounding on Antony's Part : Then 
anſwer'd by Timbrels, &c. on Cleopatra's. Charmion 
and Iras hold A Laurel Wreath betwixt them. A 
Dance of Egyptians. After the Ceremony, Cleopatra 
Cr0WNns Antony. 
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t how thoſe white Armswould fold me in, 
And ftrain me cloſe, and melt me into Love ; 
So pleas'd with that ſweet Image, I ſprung forwards, 
And added all my Strength to every a 

Ces. Come to me, come, my Soldier, to my Arms, 
You've been too long away from my Embraces ; 
But, when I have you faſt, and all my own, 
With broken Murmurs, and with amorous Sighs, 
I'll ſay, vou were unkind, and puniſh you, 
And mark you red with many an eager Kiſs. 

Ant. My brighter Venn! 

Cleo. O my greater Mars / 

Ant. Thou join'ft us well, my Love! 
Suppoſe me come from the Phlegræan Plains, 
Where gaſping Giants lay, cleft by my Sword : 
And Mountain Tops par'd off each other Blow, 
To bury thoſe I flew: Receive me, Goddeſs : 
Let Cæſar ſpread his ſubtle Nets, like Vulcan, 
In thy Embraces I would be beheld 


By 
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By Heav'n and Earth at once; 
And make their Envy what they meant their Sport. 
Let thoſe who took us bluſh : I would love on 
With awful State, regardleſs of their Frowns, 
As their ſuperior God. 
J here's no Satiety of Love in thee ; 
Enjoy d, thou ſt. Il art new ; perpetual Spring 
Is in thy Arms; the ripen'd Fruit but falls, 
And Bloſſoms riſe to fill its empty Place; 
And I grow rich by Giving. 
Enter Ventidius, and fand apart. 

Alis. O, now the Danger's paſt, your General comes. 
He joins not in your Joys nor minds your Triumphs ; 
But, with frowning on, 

As envying your Succeſs. 

Ant. Now, on my Soul, be loves me ; truly loves me; 
He never flatter'd me in any Vice, 

But au es me with his Virtue : Ev'n this Minute 
Methinks he has a Right of chiding me. 
Lead to the Temple: PII avoid his Preſence ; 

It checks too ſtrong upon me. Exeunt the raff. 

As Antony is going, Ventidius pulls bim by the Robe. 

ent, Emperor ! k 

Ant. 'Tis the old Argument; I prycthee ſpare me. 

{ Looking 


back. 
Vent. But this one Hearing, Emperor. 


Ant. Let go 
m—_ or, by my Facher r- 
ather, that's yet greater, 
1 bring 00 omen ſomewhat you would wiſh to know. 
feſt we are oblers'd; attend me here, 
And I'll return. [ 
Vat. Tm waning in his Favour, yet I love him ; 
I love this Man, who runs to meet his Ruin; 


And, ſure the Gods, like me, are fond of him: 


FE 
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You fee, without your Aid. 
We have diſlodg'd their Troops. 
look on us at Diſtance, and, like Curs 

Scap'd from the Lions Paws, they bay far off, 
And lick their Wounds, and faintly threaten W ar. 
Five thouſand Romans with their Faces upward 
Lie breathleſs on the Plain. 

Vent. Tis well: And he 
Who loſt em, could have ſpar'd ten thouſand more. ; 
Yet if, by this Advantage, you could gain 
An eaſier Peace, while Cæſar doubts the Chance 
Of Arms !J—— 

Ant. O think not on't, FYentidius ; 
The Boy purſues my Ruin, he'll no Peace; 
His Malice is conſiderate in Advantage; 
O, he's the cooleſt Murderer, fo ſtanch, 
He kills and keeps his Temper. 

Vent. Have you no Friend 
In all his Army, who has Power to move him ? 
Mecænat, or Agrippe might do much. 

Ant, They are both too deep in Cæſar's Intereſts. 
We'll work it out by dint of Sword, or periſh. 

Vent. Fain I would find ſome other. 

Ant. Thank thy Love. 
Some four or five ſuch Victories as this 
Will fave thy farther Pains. 

Vent. Expect no more; Cz/ar is on his Guard: 
I know, Sir, you have conquer d againſt odds; 
But ſtill you draw Supplies from 5 Town, 
And of Zgyptians ; He has all the World, 
And, at his Beck, Nations come pouring in, 
To fill the Gaps you make. Pray think again. 

Ant. Why doſt thou drive me from myſelf, to ſearch 
For Foreign Aids? to hunt my Memoty, 
And range all o'er a waſte and barren Place 
To find a Friend? The Wretched have no Friends 
Vet I had one, the braveſt Youth of Rome, 
Whom Cæſar loves beyond the Love of Women; 
He could reſolve his Mind, as Fire does Wax, 
* * hard rugged * melt him do n, 
Vor. IV. 


And 
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And mould him in what ſofter Form he pleas'd. 
Vent. Him would I ſee; that Man of all the World; 

Juſt ſuch a one we want. 

Ant. He lov'd me too, 

T was his Soul; he liv'd not but in me: 

We were ſo clos'd within each other's Breaſts, 

The Rivets were not found that join d us firſt. 

That does not reach us yet: We were ſo mixt, 

As meeting Streams, both to ourſelves were loſt; 

We were one Maſs ; we could not give or take, 

But from the ſame; for he was I, 8 
Vent. He moves as I would wiſh him. Aſide. 
Axt. After this, | 

I need not tell his Name: "Twas 
Vent. He's now in Cars Camp, 

Ant. No matter where, 

Since he's no longer mine. He took unkindly 

That I forbade him Cleapatra's Sight; 

Becauſe I fear'd he lov'd her: He confeſt 

He had a Warmth, which for my ſake, he ſtifled ; 

For twere impoſſible that two, ſo one, 

Should not have lov'd the ſame. When he 

He took no leave ; and that confirm'd my Thoughts. 
Vent. It argues that he lov'd you more than her, 

Elſe he had itay'd ; but he perceiv'd you jealous, 

And would not grieve his Friend: I know he loves you. 
Ant. | ſhould have ſeen him then ere now. 

Vent. Perhaps 

He has thus long been lab'ring for your Peace. 
Ant. Would he were here. 

Vent. Would you believe he lov'd you? 

I read your Anſwer in your Eyes you would. 

Not to conceal it longer, he has ſent 

A Meſſenger from Cæſars Camp with Letters. 

Ant. Let him appear. 
Vent, I'll bring him inſtantly. 

[ ExitVentidius, and re-enter: immediately with Dolabella. 
Ant. Tis he himſelf, himſelf by holy Friendſhip ! 

[Runs to embrace bim. 
Art thou return d at laſt, my better Half ? 


Come 


The WorLD well Losr. 231 
Come give me all myſelf. 
Let me not Jive, 
If the young Bridegroom, longing for his Night, 
Was ever half ſo fond. 

Dola. J muſt be filent; for my Soul is buſy 
About a nobler Work: She's new come home; 
Like a long-abſent Man, and wanders o'er 
Each Room, a Stranger to her own, to look 
If all be ſafe. 

Ant. Thou haſt what's left of me: 

For I am now ſo funk from what I was, 

Thou find'ft me at my loweft Water- mark. 

'The Rivers that ran in, and rais'd my Fortunes, 
Are all dry'd up, or take another Courſe : 
What I have left is from my native Spring ; 

Pve ſtill a Heart that ſwells, in ſcorn of Fate, 
And lifts me to my Banks. 

Dola. Still you are lord of all the World to me, 

Ant, Why, then I yet am ſo; for thau art all, 
Tf I had any Joy when thou wert Abſent, 
] grudg'd it to myſelf ; methought I robb'd 
Thee of thy Part. But, Oh my Delabella ! 
Thou haſt beheld me other than 1 am. 
Haſt thou not ſeen my Morning Chambers fill'd 
With Scepter'd Slaves, who waited to ſalute me? 
With Eaſtern Monarchs, who fo the Sun, 
To _—_ my Upriſing ? Menial Kings 
Ran courſing up and down my Palace-yard, 
Stood filent in my Preſence, watch'd my Eyea, 
And at my leaſt Command, all flarted out 
Like Racers to the Goal. 

Dela. Slaves to your Fortune. 


Ant. Fortune is Cx/ar's now ; and what am I? 


Vent. What you have made yourſelf ; I will not flatter. 
Ant, Is this friendly done? 


Dola. Yes, when his End is fo, I muſt join with him; 
Indeed I muſt, and yet you muſt not chide : 
Why am I elſe your Friend? 
Ant. Take heed, young Man, 
How thou upbraid't my * The Queen has Eyes, 
2 And 
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And thou too haſt a Soul. Canſt thou remember 
When, ſwell'd with Hatred, thou beheld'ſt her firft 
As acceſlary to thy Brother's Death? 
Dola. Spare my Remembrance; twas a guilty Day, 
And flill the Bluſh hangs here. 
Ant. To clear herſelt, 
For ſending him no Aid, ſhe came from Zg ypr, 
Her Gally down the Silver Cydzos row'd, 
The Tackling Silk, the Streamers wav d with Gold, 
The gentle Winds were lodg'd in purple Sails: 
HerNymphs, likeNereids, round her Couch were plac'd; 
Where ſhe, another Sea-born Vena, lay. 
Dola. No more: I would not hear it. 
Ant, O, you muſt! 
She lay, and leant her Cheek upon her Hand, 
And caſt a Look fo languiſhingly ſweet, 
As if, ſecure of all Beholders Hearts, 
Neglecting ſhe could take em: Boys, like Cuprds, 
Stood Fanning with their painted Wings, the Winds | 
That play'd about her Face; But if the ſmil'd, 
A darting Glory ſeem'd to blaze abroad: 
That Mens defiring Eyes were never weary'd ; 
But hung upon the Object: To ſoft Flutes 
The Silver-Oars kept Time; and while they play'd, 
The Hearing gave new Pleaſure to the Sight; [more; 
And both to Thought. I was Heav'n, or ſomewhat 
For ſhe ſo charm'd all Hearts, that gazing Crowds 
Stood panting on the Shore, and wanted Breath 
To give their Welcome Voice. 
Then, Dolabella, where was then thy Soul? 
Was not thy Fury quite diſarm'd with Wonder ? 
Did'ſt thou not ſhrink behind me from thoſe Eyes, 
And whiſper in my Ear, Oh tell her not 
That I accus'd her of my Brother's Death ? 
Dola. And ſhould my Weakneſs be a Plea for yours? + 
Mine was an Age when Love might be excus'd, 
When kindly Warmth, and when my ſpringing Youth 
Made it a to Nature. Your —— 
Fent. Speak boldly. 


Yours, he would ſay, in your declining Age, 


When 
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When no more Heat was left but what you forc'd, 
When all the Sap was needful for the Trunk, 
When it went down, then conſtrain'd the Courſe, 
And robb'd from Nature, to ſupply Defire ; 
In you (I would not uſe fo harſh a Word) 
"Tis but plain Dotage. 

Ant. Ha! 

Dola. "Twas urg'd too home. 
But yet the Loſs was private that I made; 
"Twas but myſelf I loft; I loſt no Legions; 
I had no World to loſe, no People's Love. 

Ant. This from a Friend ? 

Dola. Yes, Antony, a true one; 
A Friend fo tender, that each Word I ſpeak 
Stabs my own Heart before it reach your Ear, 
O, judge me not leſs kind becauſe I chide z 
To Cæſur I excuſe you. 

Ant. O ye Gods! 
Have I then liv'd to be excus'd to Cefar ? 

Dela. As to your Equal. 

Ant, Well: he's but my Equal. 
While I wear this, he never ſhall be more. 

Dela. I bring Conditions from him. 

Ant. Are they Noble ? 
Methinks thou ſhouldſt not bring em elſe ? yet he 
Is full of deep Diſſembling; knows no Honour 
Divided from his Int'reft. Fate millook him; 
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Ven. That Task is mine, 

And, Heav'n, thou know'ft how pleaſing. ¶ Exit Vent. 

Dela, You'll remember 
To whom you ſtand oblig'd ? 

Ant. When I forget it, 

Be thou unkind, and that's my greateft Curſe. 
My Queen ſhall thank him too, 

Dela. | fear ſhe will not. 

Ant. But ſhe ſhall do't: The Queen, my Dolabel!a ' 
Haſt thou nct ſtill ſome Grudgings of thy Fever? 

Hola. I would not ſee her loſt. 

Ant. When I forſake her, 

Leave me my better Stars ; for ſhe has Truth 
Beyord her Beauty. Cæſar tempted her, 

At no leſs Price than Kingdoms to betray me; 
But ſhe reſiſted all: And yet thou chid'it me 
For loving her too well. Could I do ſo? 

Dela. Ves? there's my Reaſon. 

Re-enter Ventidius, wwith Octavia, leading Antony 's two 
: little Daughters. 

Ant. Where ?—— OZavis there (nog back. 

Vert. What, is ſhe Poiſon to you? a Di ? 
Look on ber, view her well; and thoſe the brings: 
Are they all Strangers to your Eyes? has Nature 
No ſecret Call, no Whiſper they are yours ? [em 

Dela. For Shame, my Lord, if not for Love, receive 
With kinder Eyes. If you confeſs a Man, 

Meet em, embrace em., bid em welcome to you. 
Your Arms ſhould open, ev'n without your Knowledge, 
To claſp 'em in ; your Feet ſhould turn to Wings, 
To bear you to 'em; and your Eyes dart out, 

And aim a Kiſs ere could reach the Lips. 

Ant. I ſtood amaz'd to think how they came hither. 
Vun. I ſent for em; I brought em in, unknown 
To Cleopatra's Guards. 

Dala. Yet, are you cold? 

Ov. Thus long | have attended for my Welcome; 
Which as a Stranger, ſure I might expect. 
Who am I? 

Ant, Ceſar” Siſter. 


Ota. 
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Odav. That's unkind ! 
Had I been nothing more than Cæſar's Siſter, 
Know, I had ftill remain'd in Cæſar's Camp; 
But your Octavia, your much injur d Wife, 
Though baniſh'd from your Bed, driven from your houſe, 
In ſpite of Cz/ar's Siſter, ſtill is yours. 
"Tis true, I have a Heart diſdains your Coldneſs, 
And promps me not to ſeek what you ſhould offer; 
But a Wife's Virtue fill ſurmo-rts that Pride: 
] come to claim you as my own; to ſhow 
My Duty firſt, to ask, nay beg your Kindoeſs ; 
Your Hand, my Lord; tis mine, and I will have it. 
[7 akirg bis Hands 
Vent. Do, take it, thou deſzrv'it it. 
Dea. On my Soul, 
And fo ſhe does; She's neither too ſubmiſſive, 
| Nor yet too haughty ; but tv juſt a Mean 
| Shows, as it ought, 4 , ife and Roman t o. 
| Ant. | fear, Oda ia you hare begg'd my Life. 
Octav. Begg'd it, my Lord? 
Ant. Yes, vegg'd it, my Ambaſſadreis, 
Poorly and baſely begg'd it of your Brother, 
O#av. Poorly and baſely I could never beg: 
Nor could my Brother grant, 
Ant. Shall I, who to my kneeling Slave, could ſay, 
Riſe up, and be a King ; ſhall I fall down 
And cry, Forgive me, Ce/ar ? ſhall I fer | 
A Man, my Equal, in the Place of Fove, [| 
As he could give me Being ? No; Word 
Forgive, would choke me up, 
And die upon my Tongue. | 
Dela. You ſhall not need it. F 
Art. | will not need it. Come, you've all betray'd me; | 
My Friend too! To receive ſome vile Conditions, 
My Wife has bought me, with her Prayers and Tears; 
And now I muſt become her branded Slave. 
In every peeviſh Mood ſhe will upbraid 
The Life ſhe gave: If I but awry, 
She cries, Pl tell my Brother, 
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Subj ects me ſlill to your upkind Miſtakes. 
But the Conditions 
You need not bluſh to tak 
Becauſe tis mine; it never ſhall be ſaid 
O&avia's Husband was her Brother's Slave. 
Sir, you are free; free ev'n from her you lothe ; 
For, tho“ my Brother bargains for your Love, 
Makes me the Price and Cement of your Peace, 
I have a Soul like yours ; I cannot take 
Your L:v: as Alms, nor beg what I deſerve. 
PU tell my Brother we are reconcil'd ; 
» He ſhall draw back his Troops and you ſhall march 
To rule the Eaſt : I may be dropt at Athers; 
No matter where, I never will complain, 
But only keep the barren Name of Wife, 
And rid you of the Trouble. 
Vent, Was ever ſuch a Strife of ſullen Honour 
Both ſcorn to be oblig'd. | 
Dola. O, ſhe has touch'd him in the tender'ſt Part; 
See how he reddens with Deſpite and Shame 
To be out-done in Generofity 
Vent. See how he winks! how he dries up a Tear, 
That fain would fall ! 
Ant. Octavia, I have heard you, and muſt praiſe 
The Greatneſs of your Soul ; 
But cannot yield to what you have 
For I can ne er be conquer'd but by Love; 
And you do all for Duty. You would free me, 
And would be dropt at Abet; was't not fo? 
Ofav. It was, my Lord. 
Ant. Then I muſt be oblig'd 
To one who loves me not, who, to herſelf, 
May call me thankleſs and ungrateful Man: 
TIl not Tm gad no. 
Vent. I'm glad it pinches 
Ofev. Would you triumph o'er poor Octavia Vir- 
I had to bear me up; 


w_ 


there. 


That you might think you owfd me for your Life, 
And ow'd it to my Duty, not my Love. 
I have been injur'd, and my haughty Soul 


t are ſuch 
e: I love your Honour, 


ſtue ? 


Could 


The Won ro well Los r. 237 


Could brook but ill the Man who flights my Bed. 
Ant. Therefore you love me not. 
Octav. Therefore, my Lord, 

I ſhould not love you. 

Ant. Therefore you would leave me ? 
OXaw. And therefore I ſhould leave you—if I could. 
Dela. Her Soul's too great, after ſuch Injuries, 
To fay the loves; and yet ſhe let's you fee it. 
Her Modeſty and Silence plead her Cauſe. 
Ant, O Dolabella, which way ſhall I turn? 

I find a ſecret Yielding in my Soul; 

But Chopatra, who would die with me, 

Muſt ſhe be left ? Pity pleads for O#awvia ; 

i. bg pe te ? 

ent. Jaſtice and Pity both plead for Ofavwia : 

For neither 

One would be ruin d with you; but ſhe firſt 

Had ruin'd you: The other, you have ruin'd, 

* yet ſhe would you. RR 
every thing their Merits are 
Ant. O, my diſtracted Soul Wit 
Ocav. Sweet Heav'n compoſe it. 

Come, come, my Lord, if I can pardon you, 

Methinks you ſhould accept it. Look on theſe ; 

Are they not yours? Or ſtand they thus neglected 

As they are mine! Go to him, Children, go; 

Kneel to him, take him by the Hand, ſpeak to him ; 

For you may ſpeak, and he may own you too, | 

Without a Bluſh; and ſo he cannot all 

His Children; Go, I ſay and pull him to me, | | 

And pull him to yourſelves, from that bad Woman. 

You, Agrippina, hang upon his Arms; 

And you, Antonia. claſp about his Wafte : 4 

If he will doko ren of if he will daſh you 

Againſt the Pavement, you muſt bear it, Children; 

For you are mine, and I was born to ſuffer. 

[ Here the Children go to him, &Cc. 
Vent. Was ever Sight ſo moving! Emperor! 
Dola. Friend! | | 
Ogav. Husband! ; — 2 
| L. 5 Both 
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Both Child. Father! 

Aut I am vanquiſh'd: Take me, 
O#auia; take me, Children; ſhare me all. 

[ Embracing them. 

I've been a thriftleſs Debtor to your Loves, 
And run out much in Riot from your Stock ; 
But all ſhall be amended. 

Oda. O bleſt Hour! 


Dola. O happy Change ! 


Vent. My Joy flops at my Tongue; 
But it has found two Channels here for one, 


And bubbles out above. thou wilt; 
Ant. to Ofav. This is thy Triumph; me where 
Ev'n to thy Brother's Camp. 
Oaav. All there are yours. 
Enter Alexas haſtily. 


Alex. The Queen, my Miſtreſs, Sir, and yours 
Anat. Tis pait. Odavia, you ſhall ſtay this Night; 
To morrow, Ceſar and we are one. 
[Ex. Octavia, Dola. and the Children follow. 
Vent. There's News for you; run, my officious Eunuch, 
Be ſure to be the firſt ; haſte forward: 
_ my. coup Eunuch, haſte. Exit. 
This downright fighting Fool, this thick-ſculPd, 
This nee Jaframent of Deced, [Hero, 
With plain dull Virtue, has out-gone my Wit : ; 
Pleaſure forſook my early ſt Infancy, 
The Luxury of others robb'd my Cradle, 
And raviſh'd thence the Promiſe of a Man: 
Caft out from Nature, difinherited 
Of what her meaneſt Children claim by Kind ; 
Yet, Greatneſs kept me from Contempt : That's gone. 
Had Cleopatra follow'd my Advice, 
Then he had been betray'd, who now forſakes. 
She dies for Love; but ſhe has known its Joys: 
Gods, is this juſt, that I, who know no Joys, 
die, becauſe ſhe loves ? 
Exter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, and Train. 
O, r 


Cleo. 
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Cleo. Peace with that Raven's Note, 
T know it too; and now am in 


The P of Death. 
Alex. You are no more a Queen; 
eie is loſt. 


Cleo. What telP thou me of Ag ypr ? 
My Life, my Soul is loſt! O#avia has him! 
O fatal Name to Cleopatra's Love! 
My Kiſſes, my Embraces now are hers ; 
While I——But thou haſt ſeen my Rival; ſpeak, 
Does ſhe deſerve this Blefling ? Is ſhe fair? 
Bright as a Goddeſs ? and is all Perfection 
Confin'd to her? Itis. Poor I was made 
Of that coarſe Matter which, when ſhe was fniſh'd, 
The Gods threw by, for Rubbiſh. 

Alex. She's indeed a very Miracle. 

Cleo. Death to my Hopes, a Miracle. 

Alex. A Miracle; [ Boxwing. 
I mean of Goodneſs; for in Beauty, Madam, 
You make all Wonders ceaſe. 

Cleo. I was too raſh : 
Take this in part of Recompence. But, oh, 


Giving a Ring, 
I fear thou flatter'ſt me. _m 
Char. She comes ! ſhe's here! 
Fat. Fly, Madam, Cz/ar's Siſter ! 
Cleo. Were ſhe the Siſler of the Thund'rer Joe, 
And bore her Brother's Lightning in ber Eyes, 
Thus would I face my Rival. 
LA, Octavia with Ventidius, Octavia bears up to 
ber. Their Trains come up on either fide. 
O&av. I need not ask if you are Cleopatra, 
Your haughty Carriage 
' Cleo. Shows | am a Queen. 
Nor need [ ask who you are. 
Oct av. A Romans : 
A Name that makes and can unmake a Queen, 
Cleo. Your Lord, the Man who ſerves me, is a Roman, 
Ofev. He was a Reman, till he loit that Name 
To be a Slave in Egypt : but 1 come 


To 
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To free him thence. 

Cleo. Peace, peace, my Lover's Juno. 

When he grew weary of that houſhold Clog, 

He choſe my eaſier Bonds. 

vos ns deg have long been praQs'd 
our s are ; 

In that laſcivious Art He's not the firſt 

For whom you ſ your Snares: Let Cæſar witneſs. 
Cle. I lov'd not Ce/ar; twas but Gratitude 

I paid his Love: The worſt your Malice can, 

Is but to ſay the of Mankind 

Has been my Slave. The next, but far above him 

In my Efteem, is he whom Law calls yours, 

But whom his Love made mine. 
Octav. I would view nearer [Coming up cloſe to ber- 

"That Face which has ſo long uſurp'd my Right, 

To find th' inevitable Charms, that catch 

Mankind fo ſure, that ruin'd my dear Lord. 

Cleo. O, you do well to ſearch ; for had you known 

But half theſe Charms, you had not loft his Heart. 
Oda. Far be their Knowledge from a Romas Lady, 

Far from a modeſt Wife. Shame of our Sex, 

Dof thou not bluſh, to own thoſe black 

That make Sin pleaſing ? | 
Clio. Yod may bluſh who want em. 
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Cleo. Yet ſhe who loves him beſt is Cleopatra. 
IF you have ſuffer'd, I have ſuffer d more. 
You bear the — * of a Wife, 
To gild auſe, and draw the pitying World 
To 2 The World — ax an . 
For I have loſt my Honour, loſt my Fame, 
And ſtain'd the Glory of my Royal Houſe, 
And all to bear the branded Name of Miſtreſs. 
There wants but Life, and that too I would loſe 
For him I love. 
Oda. Be't fo then; take thy Wiſh. [Exit cam ſuis. 
Cleo. And tis my Wiſh. 
Now he is loſt n 
My Sight grows di every Object dances, 
Ard foims — en. 
My Spirits, whi were oppos'd, kept up; 
They could not fink beneath \ Rival's — 
But now ſhe's they faint. 
Alex. Mine have had leiſure 
To recolle& their Strength, and furniſh Counſel, 
To ruin her: who elſe muſt ruin you. 
Cleo. Vain Promiſer ! 
Lead me, my Charmion ; 1 your Hand too, at, 
My Grief has Weight enough to fink you both. a 
Conduct me to ſome ſolitary Chamber, 
And draw the Curtains round; 
Then leave me to myſelf, to take alone 
My fill of Grief : 
There I till Death will his Unkindneſs weep : 
As harmleſs Infants moan themſelves aſleep. [ Exeune. 


* 
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Enter Antony and Dolabella. 


Dela. HY would you ſhift it-from yourſelf, on me? 
Can you not tell her you muſt part? 
Fat. I cannot. 
I could pull out an Eye, and bid it go, 
And t' ſhould not weep. oh 
How many Deaths are in this Word D 
I dare not traſt my T to tell her fo 
One Look of hers thaw me into 3 
And I ſhould melt till I were loſt again. 
Dola. Then let Yentidius ; 


, Y3 

He'l! kill her with the News: Thou, only thou. 

Daa. Nature has caſt me in fo ſoft a Mould, 
That but to hear a Story feign'd for Pleaſure 
Of ſome fad Lover's Death, moiftens my Eyes, 
And robs me of my Manhood. I ſhould ſpeak 
So faintly ; with lach fear to grieve her Heart, 
She'd not believe it earneſt. 


t thou do this ? 
= ſo finks into my Soul, 
uſt ſpeak, 1 ſhall ſpeak j juſt ſo. 
Ant. + you hon tp your tel Track: : Farewel, 
18 to meet you. 
[Goes to the Door, and comes back, 
I forgot ; 
Let her be told, I'll make her Peace with mine: 
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Her Crown and Dignity ſhall be preſerv'd, 
If I have Power with Cz/ar——O be ſure 
To think on that. 
Dola. Fear not, I will remember. 
Antony goes again to the Door, and comes back. 

Ant. And tell her, too, how much 1 was conſtrain'd ; 

I] did not this but with extremeſt Force: 
Deſire her not to hate my Memory, 
For I till cheriſh hers ;—infift on that. 

Dola, Traft me, P11 not forget it. 

Ant. Then That's all, [Goes out, and returns again, 
Wilt thou forgive my Fondneſs this once more? 
Tell her tho? we ſhall never meet again, 

If I ſhould hear ſhe took another Love, 

The News would break my Heart—now I muſt go; 
For every time [ have return'd, I feel 

My Soul more tender; and my next Command 
Would be to bid her tay, and ruin both. Exit. 

Dola. Men are but Children of a larger Growth, 

Our Appetites as apt to change as theirs, 

And full as craving too, and full as vain ; 

And yet the Soul, ſhut up in her dark Room, 
Viewing fo clear abroad, at home fees nothing; 

But like a Mole in Earth, buſy and blind, 

Works all her Folly up, and caſts it outward 

To the World's iew: Thus I diſcover'd, 

And blam'd the of ruin d Artony ; 


5 
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Enter Cleopatra, talking with Alexas ; Charmion, 


that Face 

Sorrow ſeems pleas'd to dwell with ſo much Sweetneſs ; 
Yet, now and then, a melancholy Smile 
Breaks looſe, like Lightning in a Winter's Night, 
And ſhows a Moment's Day. 

Vent. If ſhe ſhould love him too! her Eunuch there! 
That Perc piſce bodes ill Weather. Draw, draw nearer, 
Sweet Devil, that I may hear. 


5 of 
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ut 
Aler. Tis your laſt Remedy, and ſtrongeſt too: 
od then this Delabells, who ſo fit 


x 


Fond without Art, and kind without Deceit ; 
But Fortune, that has made a Miſtreſs of me, 
Has thruſt me out to the wide World, unfarniſh'd 


Of Falſhood to be happy. 


Alex. 
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Alex. Force yourſelf. 
Th Event will be, your Lover will return 
Doubly deſirous to poſſeſs the Good 
Which once he fear'd to loſe. 
Cleo. I mult attempt it; 
gut Oh with what Regret ! 
[ Exit Alexas. [She comes up to | Dolabella, 
Fent. So, now the Scene draws near; they're in my 
reach. =” 
Cleo. to Dela. Diſcourſing with my Women! Might 
Share in your Entertainment ? 
Char, You have been 
Ihe Subject of it, Madam. 
Cc. How! and how? 
Iras. Such Praiſes of your Beauty ! 
Cleo. Meer Poetry. 
Your — Wits, your Gallus and Tibullus, 
—_ tau E ou this from Cytheris and Delia. 
hofe Roman Wits have never been in Zgype, 
— and Delia elſe had been unſung : 
I, who have ſeen——had I been born a Poet, 
Should chuſe a nobler Name. 
Cleo. You flatter me. 
But, 'tis your Nation's Vice: All of your Country 
Are Flatterers, and all falſe. Your Friend's like you. 
I'm ſure he ſent you not to ſpeak theſe Words. 
Dola. No, Madam; yet he ſent me 
Cleo. Well, he fent ou 
Dela. Of a leſs wad” a Errand. 
Clio. How leſs pleaſing : YN 
Lefs to yourſelf, or me ? 
Daa. Madam, to both: 
For you muſt mourn, and [ muſt grieve to cauſe it. 
Cleo. You, Charmion, and your Fellow, ſtand at diſtance. 


Hold up, my Spirits. [ Aae Well, now your 
mournful Matter; wy 


For I'm prepar'd, 4 s can gueſs it too. 
Dela. | wi 84 for tis a thankleſs Office 
Tarn il New? And I, of all your Sex, 1 


Cleo, ; 


Mott fear diſpleaſing you. 
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Cleo Of all your Sex, 
I ſooneſt could forgive you, if you ſhculd. 
Vit. Moſt delicate Advances! Woman! Woman! 
Dear damn'd inconſtant Sex ! 
Cleo, In the firſt Place, 
I am to be forſaken ; is't not ſo? 
Dela. I wiſh I could not anſwer to that Queſ ion. 
Cleo. Then paſs it o'er becauſe it troubles you ; 
I ſhould have been more griev'd another time 
Next, Pm to loſe my Kingdom ——Farewel Fg. pt. 
Yet, is there any more ? 
Dela. Madam, I fear 
Your too deep Senſe of Grief has turn'd your Reaſon. 
Clas No, no, I'm not run mad; I can bear Fortune: 
And Love may be expell'd by other Love, 
As Poiſons are by Poiſons. 
Dela. You o'erjoy me, Madam, 
To find your Griefs ſo moderately borne. 
You've heard the worſt ; all are not falſe, like him. 
Cleo. No; Heav'n forbid they ſhould. 
Dela. Some Men are conſtant. 
Cleo. And Conftancy deſerves Reward, that's certain. 
Dela. Deſerves it not; but give it leave to hope. 
Vier. I'll (wear thou haſt my Leave. I have enough: 
But how to manage this! Well, I'll confider. [Ex 
Dela. I came prepar'd, 
To tell you heavy News: News, which I thought 
Would fright the Blood from your pale Cheeks to hear: 
But you have met it with a Chearfulneſs 
That makes my Task more eaſy; and my Tongue, 
Which on another's Meſſage was employ” 
Would gladly ſpeak its own. 
Clio. Hold, Deolabella. 
Firſt tell me, were you choſen by my Lord? 
Or fought you this Employment ? 
D:la. He pick d me out; and, as his Boſom-Friend, 
He charg'd me with his Words. 
Cleo. The Meſſage then 
I know was tender, and each Accent ſmooth, 
To mollify that rugged Word Depart. © 
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Dela. Oh, you miſtake: He choſe the harſheſt Words, 
With fiery Eyes, and with contracted Brows, 
He coin'd his Face in the ſevereſt Stamp: 
And Fury ſhook his Fabrick like an e 
He heav'd for Vent, and burſt like bellowing na, 
In Sounds ſcarce human. Hence, away for ever: 


Let her begone, the Blot of my Renown, 
„And Bane of all my Hopes: 
All the time of this Sperch Cleopatra ſeems more 
and more concern'd, till ſbe finks quite down. 
Let her be driv'n as far as Men can think 
„From Man's Commerce: She'll poiſon to the Center. 
Cle», Oh, I can bear no more [ Wreich ! 
Dela. Help, help: Oh Wretch, Oh curſed, curſed 
What have I done . 
Char. Help, chafe her Temples, Fat. 
Trat. Bend, bend her forward quickly. 
Char. Heav'n be prais d, 
She comes again. 


you 

The Abode of Falſhood, violated Vows, 
And injur'd Love? For Pity, let me go; 
For if there be a Place of long R 
Pm ſure I want it. My diſdainful Lord 
Can never break that Quiet; nor awake 
The fleeping Soul, with hollowing in my Tomb 
Such Words as fright her hence, Unkind, Unkind. 
Dela. Believe me, tis againft myſelf I ſpeak, { Kneeling. 
That ſure deſerves Belief; I injur'd him : 
My Friend ne'er ſpoke thoſe Words. Oh, had you ſcen 
— — — 

i ing more obliging and more ki 
See 3 

ow almoſt vanquiſh'd by his Love he parted, 
And lean'd wo what uavitiingly be left 
I. Traitor as I was, for Love of you, 
(But what cnn you not tn, "whe ads mo folks 1 
I forg'd that Lye; for whoſe Forgiveneſs kneels 
This ſelf- accus d, ſelf-puniſh'd Criminal - 


Clio. 


248 ALI for Lo vz: Or, 


Cleo. With how much Eaſe believe we what we wiſh! 

Riſe, Deladella; if you have been guilty, 

I have contributed, and too much Love 

Has made me guilty too. 

Th' Advance of Ki which I made was feign'd, 
To call back fleeting Love by Jealouſy ; 

But twould not laſt. Oh, rather let me loſe, 
Than fo ignobly trifle with his Heart. [Reach, 

Dola. I fin- your Breaſt fenc'd round from human 
Tranſparent as a Rock of ſolid Cryſtal ; 

Seen through, but never pierc'd. My Friend, my Friend! 
What endleſs Treaſure haſt thou thrown away; 

And ſcatter'd, like an Infant, in the Ocean, | 
Vain Sums of Wealth, which none can gather thence. 

Cleo. Could you not beg 
An Hour's Admittance to his private Ear ? 

Like one who wanders long barren Wilds, 

And yet foreknows no hoſpitable Inn 

Is near to ſuccour Hunger, 

Eats his Fill before his painful March : 

So would 1 feed awhile my famiſh'd Eyes 

Before we part ; for I have far to go, 

If Death be far, and never muſt return. 
Ventidius, with Octavia bebind. 

Vim. From hence you may diſcover Oh, ſweet, ſweet! 
Would you indeed ? the Hand in earneſt? 

Dola. Iwill, for this Reward. [Takes ber Hand. 
Draw it not back, 
Tis all Ie er will beg. 

Vent. They turn upon us. 

Oda. What quick Eyes has Guilt! 

Vent. Seem not to have obſerv'd em, and go on. 

” T hey enter, 

Dola. Saw you the Emperor, Jentidius? 

I fough u private. 
t him; I was pri 

None with him, but Hs his Freedman. 

Dela. Know his Bus'neſs ? 

Vit. Giving him Iaſtructions, 
And Letters, to his Brother C ſar. 
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Dola. Well, 

He muſt be found. [Zest Dolabella and Cleo. 

Oda. Mott glorious ! 

Fent. She d methought 
As ſhe would fay, Take your old Man, Octavia; 
Thank you, I'm here. 

Well, but what Uſe 
Make we of this Diſcovery? 

Oda. Let it die. 

Vent. I pity Dolabella ; but ſhe's dangerous: 
Her Eyes have Pow'r beyond Thefſahan Charms 
To draw the Moon from Heav'n ; for 
The Sea-green Sirens taught her Voice their 
And while ſhe ſpeaks, Night ſteals upon the Day, 
Unmark'd of thoſe that hear: Then ſhe's ſo i 
A 2 her, and ſwells to Youth : 
The holy ieſts gaze on her when ſhe ſmiles ; 
And with heav'd Hands forgetting Gravity, 
They bleſs her wanton Eyes : Even I who hate her, 
With a malignant Joy behold ſuch Beauty ; 

And, while | curſe, deſire it. Antony 
Muſt needs have ſome Remains of Paſſion ſtill, 
Which may ferment into a worſe Relapſe, 
If now not fully cur d. I know, this Minute, 
With Cz/ar he's endeavouring her Peace. 
Octav. You have prevail'd : —— But for a further 


purpoſe Walks off. 

Pl pee los he will reliſh this Diſcovery. © * 
What make a Strumpet's Peace ! it ſwells my Heart: 
It muſt not, ſha” not be. 

Vent. His Guards appear. 
Let me begin, and you ſhall ſecond me. 

Enter Antony. 

Ant. Octavia, I was looking you, my Love: 
What, are your Letters ready? I have giv'n 
My laſt Inſtructions. 

Octav. Mine, my Lord, are written. 

Ant. Ventidins “ [ Drawing him a/ide. 

Vent. My Lord? , 

Aut. A Word in private. 


When 
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When ſaw you Dolabella ? 

Vent. Now, my Lord, 
e parted hence; and Cleopatra with him. 

Art. Speak ſoftly. Twas by my Command he went, 
To bear my laſt Farewel. | 


Vent. It look'd indeed [ Aloud. 
Like your Farewel. 
Ant. More ſoftly My Farewel ? 


What ſecret — 1 4 you in thoſe Words 
Of my Farewel? did it by my Order. 

Vent. Then he obey'd your Order. I ſuppoſe [ Aloud. 
You bid him do it with all Gentleneſs, 
All Kindneſs, and all-— Love. 

Ant. How ſhe mourn'd, 
The poor forſaken Creature! 5 

Vent. She took it as ſhe ought ; ſhe bore your Parting 
As ſhe did Ce/ar's, as ſhe would another's, 
Were a new Love to come. 

Ant. Thou doſt bely her; [ Aloud. 
Moſt baſely, and maliciouſly bely her. 


Vent. I thought not to diſpleaſe you; I have done. 
O#av. You diſturb'd, my Lord. [Coming ap, 
Ant. A very Trifle. 
Retire, my Love. 
Vent. It was indeed a Trifle. 
He ſent 
Ant. No more. Look how thou diſobey't me: 
ity. 
Thy Life ſhall anſwer it. 4 
Oaav. Then tis no Trifle. [ſaw it, 


Vent. ta. Octav. Tis leis; a very Nothing: You too 
As well as I, and therefore tis no Secret. 

Ant. She ſaw it! 

Vent. Ves: She faw young Dolabell— © 

Ant. Young Delabella ! 

Vent. Young, I think him young, 
And handſome too; and fo do - * think him. 
But what of that ? He went by your Command, 
Indeed 'tis probable, with ſome kind Mefiage ; 
For ſhe receiv'd it gracioufly ; ſhe fmil'd ; 

And 
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And then he grew familiar with her Hand, 
Squeez'd it, and worry'd it with ravenous Kiſſes, 
She bluſh'd and figh'd, and ſmiPd, and bluſh'd again; 
At laſt ſhe took n to talk foftly, 
And wry an her Cheek up cloſe, and lean'd on his: 
At which he u hiſper'd Kiſſes back on hers ; 
And then ſhe cry'd aloud, That Conſtancy 
Should be rewarded. 
Ocav. This I ſaw and heard. 
Ant. What Woman was it, whom you heard and ſaw 
So playful with my Friend ! 
Not Cleopatra? © 
Vent. Ev'n ſhe, my Lord! 


a : 
Every Man's Cleopatra. 
Ant. Thou Iy'it. 
Vent. I do not lye, my Lord. 
Is this fo ſtrange? Should Miſtreſſes be left, 
And not ide againſt a Time of Ch ? 
You know ſhe's not much us'd to lonely Nights. 
Ant. III think no more ont. 
I know *tis falſe, and ſee the Plot betwixt you. 
You needed not have gone this way Od au. 
What harms it you that Clofatra's juſt ? 
She's mine no more. I ſee; and I forgive: 
Urge it no farther, Love. 
Oda. Are you concern d 
That ſhe's found falſe ? 
Ant. I ſhould be, were it ſo; 
For, tho” tis paſt, I would not that the World 
Should tax my former Choice: That I lov'd one 
Of ſo light Note; but I forgive you both. 


Fent. What has my Age deſerv'd, that you ſhould think 


I would abuſe your Ears with Perjury ? 

If Heav'n be true, ſhe's falſe. 
Ant. Tho” Heay'n and Earth 

Should witneſs it, I'll not believe her tainted. 
Vent. Vl bring you then a Witnels 


From 


— 
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For 2 
oy Jes, means my .. 


— 4 make you do what moſt you hate; ſpeak 
trut 
You are of Cleopatra's private Counſel, 
Of her Bed-counſel, 1 laſcivious Hours; 
Are conſcious of each nightly Change ſhe makes, 
2 rr qt pe EY 
an tell what Signs ſhe paſſes through, what 
Alex. My nob ble Lord p 
Vent. My moſt illuftrious Pandar. 
No fine ſet Speech, no Cadence, no turn'd Periods 
But a plain home-ſpun Truth, is what I ask : 
I did, myſelf, o'erhear your make Love 
To Dolabella. Speak; for I will know, 
By your Confeſſion, what more paſt betwixt * em; 
How near the Bus'neſs draws to your Employment; 
And when the happy Hour. 
Ant. Speak Truth, Alexas, whether it offend 
Or pleaſe Yentidius, care not: Juſtif 
Thy injur'd Queen from Malice : his worſt. 
Octav. (fe) J See, how he gives him Courage, how 


To find her falfe ! and ſhuts his Eyes to Truth, 
Willing to be miſ-led ! 
Ax. As far as Love may plead for Woman's Frailty, 
Urg'd by Deſert and Greatneſs of the Lover ; 
So far (Divine Octavia) may my Queen 
Stand ev'n excus'd to you for loving bim, 
Who is your Lord: So far, from brave Yentidius, 
May her paſt Actions hope a fair R 
Ant. Tis well and truly ſpoken : Mark, Yentidias. 
Alex. To you, moſt noble Emperor, her troog Paſſion 
Stands not excus'd, but wholly juſtified. 
Her Beauty's Charms alone, without her Crown, 
From Ad and Mere drew the diſtant Vows 
Of fighing Kings; and at her Feet were laid 
The Scepters of the Earth, expos d on heaps, 


To 


Yo 
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To chuſe where ſhe would reign: 
She thought a Roman only could deſerve her; 
And, of all Romans, only Anton;. 
And to be leſs than Wife to you, diſdain d 
Their lawful Paſſion. 
Ant. Tis but Truth. Deſere. 
Alex. And yet, though Love, and your unmatch' 4 
Have drawn her from the duc regard of Honour, 
At laſt, Heav'n open'd her unwilling Eyes 
To ſee the Wrongs ſhe offer'd fair Agens, 
Whoſe holy Bed ſhe lawleſly uſurp'd. 
The ſad Effects of this improſperous War, 
Confirm'd thoſe pious Thoughts. 
Vent. | Afide.] O, wheel you there? 
Obſerve lym now; the Man begins to mend, 
And talk ſubſtantial » wp" 2 — not, Eunuch. 
The Emperor has giv'n ve to ſpeak. 
Alex, Elſe had 1— dar'd Yoffend . 
With what the laſt Neceſſity has urg'd 
On my forſaken Miſtreſs ; yet I muſt not 
Preſume to ſay her Heart is wholly alter'd. | 
Ant. No, dare not for thy Life, I charge thee dare not 
Pronounce that fatal Word. 
Octav. Muſt I bear this? Good Heav'n, afford me 
Patience. [ A/ede. 
Vent. On, ſweet Eunuch ; my dear half Man, procecd. 
Alex. Vet Dolabella 
Has lov'd her long; he next my God-like Lord, 
Deſerves her beit; and ſhould ſhe meet his Paſſion, 
Rejected, as ſhe is, by him ſhe lov d 
Ant. Hence, from my fight; for I can bear no more : 
Let Furies drag thee quick to Hell; let all 
The longer Damn'd have reſt; each torturing Hand 
Do thou employ, till Cleopatra comes, 
Then join thou too, and help to torture her. 
| [Exit Alexas, thruft out by Antony 
Oaaw. Tis not well, 
Indeed, my Lord, 'tis much unkind to me, 
To ſhow this Paſſion, this extreme Concernment 
For an abandon'd, „ Prottitute. 
l 
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Ant. Octavia, leave me: I am much diſorder d, 


Leave me, I fay, 
Octav. My Lord! 
Ant. I bid you leave me. 


Jent. Obey him, Madam; beft withdraw a while, 


And ſee how this will work. 

Ofav. Wherein have [ offended you, my Lord, 
That | am bid to leave you? Am I falſe, 
Or infamous? Am Ia — P 
Were I ſhe, 
Baſe as ſhe is, you would not bid me leave you; 
But hang upon my Neck, take ſlight Excuſes, 
And fawn upon my Falſhood. 

Axt. "Tis too much, 
Too much, Octavia; I am preſt with Sorrows 
Too heavy to be borne; and you add more : 
I would retire, and recollect what's left 
Of Man within, to aid me. 

Octav. You would mourn 
In private, for your Love, who has betray'd you. 
You did but half return to me: Your Kindneſs 
Linger'd behind with her. I hear, my Lord, 
You make Conditions for her, 
And would include her Treaty. Wondrous Proofs 
Of Love to me ! 

Aue Are you my Friend, Fentidius ? 
Or are you turn'd a Dalabella too, 
And let this Fury looſe ? 

ent. Oh, be advis'd, 

Sweet Madam, and retire. 

Octav. Yes, I will go; but never to return, 
You ſhall no more be haunted with this Fury. 
My Lord, my Lord, Love will not always laft, 
When urg'd with long Unkindneſs and Diſdain : 
Take her again whom you prefer to me; 
She ſtays but to be call'd. cozen'd Man! 
Let a feign'd party give her back your Heart. 
Which a feign'd Love firſt got; for injur'd Me, 
'Tho* my jutt Senſe of Wrongs forbid my Stay, 
My Duty ſhall be yours. 


To 
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To the dear Pledges of our former Love, 
My Tenderneſs and Care ſhall be transferr'd, 
And they ſhall cheer, by turns, my widow'd Nights : 
So take my laſt Farewel; for I deſpair | 
To have you whole, and ſcorn to take you half [ Exit. 
Fes. I combat Heav'n, which blaſts my beft Deſigns; 
My lat Attempt muſt be to win her back; 
But Oh, I fear, in vain. Exit. 
Ant. Why was I fram'd with this plain heneſt Heart, 
Which knows not to diſguiſe its Griefs and Weakneſs, 
But bears its Workings outward to the World ? 
] ſhould have kept the mighty Anguiſh in, 
And forc'd a ſmile at Cleopatra's Falſhood: 
Octavia had believ'd it, and had ſtaid. 
But I am made a ſhallow-forded Stream, 
Seen to the Bottom: All my Clearneſs ſcorn d, 
And all my Faults expos'd——See where he comes 
Enter Dolabella. 
Who has prophan'd the ſacred Name of Friend, 
And worn it into Vileneſs ! 
With how ſecure a Brow, and ſpecious Form 
He gilds the ſecret Villain ! Suze that Face 
Was meant for Honeſty ; but Heav'n miſ-match'd it, 
And furniſh'd Treaſon out with Nature's Pomp, 
To make its Work more eaſy. 
Dcla. O, my Friend ! 8 
Ant. Well, Dolabella, you perform'd my Meſſage ? 
Dela. I did, unwillingly. a oo 


Ant. ? 
you to bear our Parting ? 


Was it fo hard 
You ſhould have wiſh'd it. 

Dela. Why? 

Ant. Becauſe you love me. 
And ſhe receiv'd my Meſſage, with as true, 
With as unfeign'd a Sorrow, as you brought it ? 

Dela. She loves you, ev'n to Madneſs. 

Ant. Oh, I know it. 
You, Dolabella, do not better know 
How much ſhe loves me. And ſhould I 
Forſake this Beauty ? T_w all-perfe& Creature ? Fe 

1 2:4. 


2:6 ALL for Love: Or, 


Dela, J could not, were ſhe mine. 
Aut. And yet you firſt 
Perſuaded me: How come you alter d ſince ? 
Dela. | ſaid at firſt I was not ſit to go; 
T.could not hear her Sighs, and ſee her Tears, 
But Pity muſt prevail: And fo, perhaps, 
It may again with you; for I have promis'd 
That ſhe ſhould take her laſt Farewel : Aud, ſee, 
She comes to claim my 1 
| Enter Cleopatra, 
Ant. Falſe Dolabella ! 
Dela. What's falſe, my Lord! 
Ant. Why, D:labella's falſe, 
And Clepatra's falſe, both falſe and faithleſs, 
Draw near, you well-join'd Wickedneſs, you Serpents, 
Whom | have, in my kindly Boſom, warm'd, 
Til! | am ſtung to Death. 
Dola. My Lord, have I 
Deſcrv'd to be thus us'd ? 
Clo. Can Heav'n prepare 
A newer Torment? Can it find a Curſe 
Beyond our Separation ? 
Ant. Yes, it Fate Fa 8 
Be juſt, much greater: Heav'n d be ingenious 
In — ſuch Crimes. The rolling Stone, 
And gnawing Vulture, were ſlight Pains invented 
When erte was young, and no Examples known 
Of mighty Ills; but ye have ripen'd Sin 
To lach a monſtrous Growth, twill poſe the Gods 
To find an equal Torture. Two, two ſuch, 
Oh there's no farther Name, two ſuch to me, 
To me, who lockt my Soul within your Breaſts, 
Had no Defires, no Joys, no Life, but you ; 
When half the Globe was mine, I gave it vou 
In Dowry with my Heart ; I had no Uſe, 
No Fruit of all, but you: A Friend and Miſtreſs 
Was what the World could give. Oh, Cleparre / 
Oh Dolabelia! how could you betray 
This tender Heart, which wich an Infant-fondaeſs 
Lay lull'd betwixt your Boſoms, and there ſlept 


Secure 
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Secure of injur d Faith? 
Dela, If ſhe has wrong' d you, 
Heav'n and Hell, and you 
Ant. If ſhe has wrong'd me ! 
Thoa would't evade thy Part of Guilt ; but ſwear 
Thou lov not her. 
Dela. Not fo as I love you. Cher. 
Ant. Not fo! Swear, ſwear, [ ſay thou doſt not love 
Dela. No more than Friendſhip will allow. 
Ant. No more ? 
Friendſhip allows thee nothing: Thou art perjur'd—— 
Aud yet thou didſt not ſwear thou loy'dſt her not; 
But not ſo much, no more. O trifling Hy pocrite, 
Who dar'ſt not own to her thou doſt not love, 
Nor own to me thou doit! Yextidias heard it; 
Otevia ſaw it. 
Cle. They are Enemies, 
Ant. Alexa, is not ſo: He, he confeſt it; 
He, who, next Hell, beſt knew it, he avow'd it. 
Why do I 


But if to have repented of | 
y my Crime, I have repented. 
Yet if I have offended paſt Forgiveneſs, 
Let her not ſuffer: She is innocent. 

Cleo. Ah, what will not a Woman do who loves ! 
What means will ſhe refuſe, to keep that Heart 
Where all her Joys are plac'd ! "Twas [ 
"T'was I blew up the Fire 9000 — his Soul, 
To make ous; y that regain you. 
Bur all 23872 not counterfeit: 
In ſpite of all the Dams, my Love broke o'er, 
And drown'd my Heart again; Fate took th" Occaſion ; 
And thus one Minute's Feigning has deittroy'd 
My whole Life's Truth. 

Ant. Thin Cobweb Arts of Falſhood; 
Seen, and broke through at firit. 

EE Dala. 
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Dala. Forgive your Miſtreſs, 
Cleo. Forgive your Friend. 
Aut. You have convinc'd yourſelves. 
You plead each other's Cauſe: What Witneſs have you, 
That you but meant to raiſe my Jealouſy ? 
Cleo. Ourſelves and Heav'n. [Friendſhip ; 
Ant. Guilt, witneſſes for Guilt. Hence, Love and 
Yeu have no longer place in human Breafts, 
Theſe two have driv n you out: Avoid my Sight; 
I would not kill the Man whom I have lov'd; 
And cannot hurt the Woman; but avoid me, 
I do not know how long I can be tame; 
For, if I lay one Minute more to think 
How I am wrong'd, my Juilice and Revenge 
Will cry ſo loud within me, that my Pity 
Will not be heard for either. 
Dela. Heav'n has but 
Our Sorrow for our Sins ; and then delights 
To pardon erring Man : Sweet Mercy ſeems 
Its darling Attribute, which limits Juſtice ; 
As if there were Degrees in Infinite ; 
And Infinite would rather want Perfection, 
Than puniſh to extent. 
Ant. I can forgive 
A Foe; but not a Miſtreſs and a Friend: 
Treafon 1s there in its moſt horrid Shape, 
Where Truſt is greateſt : And the Soul refign'd 
Is flabb'd by its own Guards: Pll hear no more; 
Hence from my Sight, for ever. 
Clo. How ? for ever! 
I cannot go one Moment from your Sight, 
And muſt I go for ever? 
My Joys, my only Joys are center d here: 
What Hace have I to goto? my own Kingdom? 
That I have loſt for you : Or to the Roman: ? 
They hate me for your ſake: Or muſt I wander 
The wide World o'er, 2 helpleſs, baniſh'd Woman, 
Eaniſh'd for love of you; baniſh'd from you; | 
Ay, there's the Baniſhment! Oh hear me; hear me, 
With ſtricteſt Juſtice: For I beg no Favour; 2 
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And if I have offended you, then kill me, 
But do not baniſh me. 

Ant. | mult not hear you. 

I have a Fool within me takes your Part; 
But Honour flops my Ears. 

Cleo. For Pity hear me! | 
Would you caſt of a Slave who follow'd you, 

Who crouch'd beneath your Spurn? — He bas no Pity ! 
See, if he gives one Tear to my Departure; 

One Look, one kind Farewel : Oh Iron Heart ! 

Let all the Gods look down, and judge betwixt u, 

If he did ever love 

Ant. No more; Alexa: ? 

Dela. A perjur'd Villain! 

Ant. to Cleo. Your Alexa; yours. 

Cleo. O twas his Plot: His ruinous Deſign 
T'ingage you in my Love by Jealouſy. 
Hear him; confront him with me; let him ſpeak. 

Ant. | bave ; I have. 

Cleo. And if he clear me not 

Aut. Your Creature! one who hangs upon your Smiles 
Watches your Eye, to ſay or to unſay 
Whate'er you pleaſe! I am not to be mov'd. 

Cleo. Then muſt we part ? 2 my cruel Lord. 
Th' Appearance is againſt me; and 1 
Unjuſtify'd, for ever from your Sight. . 
How I have lov'd, you know ; how yet I love, 
My only Comfort is, | know myſelf; 
] love you more, ev'n now you are unkind, 
Than when you lov'd me moſt ; fo well, ſo truly, 
I'll never ftrive againf it; but die pleas'd 
To think you once were mine. 

Ant. Good Heav'n, they weep at parting. 
Muſt I weep too? that calls em innocent. 
I muſt not weep ; and yet I muſt, to think 
That I muſt not forgive 
Live; but live wretched, tis but juſt you ſhould, 
Who made me ſo : Live from each other's Sight: 
Let me not hear you meet. Set all the Earth, 
And all the Seas, betwixt your ſunder d Loves: 

M 4 View 


200 ALL for Love: Or, 


View nothing common but the Sun and Skies : 
Now, all take ſeveral Ways; 
And each your own fad Fate with mine deplore ; 
That you were falſe, and I could truſt no more. 
[ Exeunt ſeverally. 


COA ORERDPLETRAANA 
AC  8CBEWD IL 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, and Iras. 


Char. VDE juſter, Heav'n : ſuch Virtue puniſh'd thus, 
Will make us think that chance rules all above, 

And ſhuffles, with a random Hand, che Lots 
Which Man is forc'd to draw. 

Cleo. I could tear our theſe Eyes, that gain'd his Heart, 
And had not Pow'r to keep it. O the Curſe 
Of dotiag on, ev'n when | find it Dotage 
Bear witneſs, Gods, you heard him bid me go; 
You whom he mock'd with imprecating Vows 
Of promis'd Faith——P! die, I will not bear it. 


You may hold me— 
[She pulls ont her , and they bold her. 
But I can keep my ; I can die inward, 
And choke this Love. 
ber Soul flruggles in her, 


With all the Agonies of Love and Rage, 

And ſirives to force its Paſſage. 
Cleo. Let me go. 

Art thou there. Traitor !—O0, 

O, for a little Breath, to vent my Rage 

Give, give me way, and let me looſe upon him. 
Alex. Yes, I deſerve it, far my ill-tim'd Truth, 

Was it for me to prop 

The Ruins of a falling Majefty ? 


To 
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To place myſelf beneath the mighty Flaw, 
Thus to be cruſh'd, and A into Atomes, 
By its o'erwhelming Weight? "Tis too preſuming 
For Subjects to t wilful r 
Which courts its own Deſtruction. 
Cleo. I would reaſon ; 
More calmly with you. Did you not o'er-rule, 
And force my plain, direct, and open Love 
Into theſe ed Paths of Jealouſy ? 
Now, what's th' Event? O#awia is remov'd ; 
But Cleopatra's baniſh'd. Thou, thou, Villain, 
Haſt puſh'd my Boat to open Sea; to prove, 
At my ſad Coſt, if thou canſt ſteer it back. 
It cannot be; Pm loſt too far; I'm ruin'd : 
Hence, thou Impoſtor, Traitor, Monſler, Devil 
I can no more; Thou, and my Griefs, have ſunk 
Me down fo low, that I want Voice to curſe thee. 
Alex. Suppoſeſome ſhipwreck'd Seaman near the Shore, 
Dropping and faint, with —_— up the Cliff, 
If, from above, ſome charitable Hand 
Pull him to ſafety, hazarding himſelf 
To draw the other's Weight ; would he look back 
And curſe him for his Ken 
But one more, and you have gain'd the Height. 
- Cleo. = 4 never more to riſe. m 
Alex. O4avia's gone, and Dolabella baniſh'd. 
Believe me, Madam, Antony is yours. 
His Heart was never loſt; but ſtarted off 
To Jealouſy, Love's laſt Retreat and Covert : 
Where it lies hid in Shades, watchful in Silence, 
And lining for the Sound that calls it back 
Some other, any Man, ('tis ſo advanc'd) 
May perfe& this unfiniſh'd Work, which I 
(Unhappy only to myſelf) have left 
So eaſy to his Hand. 
Clo. Look well thou do't; elſe 
Alex. Elfe, what your Silence threatens _— 
Is mounted up the Phares; from whoſe Turret, 
He ſtands furveving our Egygtian Gallies, 
Engag'd with Cæſar's _ Now Death, or Conqueſt. 
; 17 
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If the firſt happen, Fate acquits my promiſe : 


If we o'ercome, the Conqueror is yours. 


[ 4 diflant Shout within, 
Char. Have Comfort, Madam: Did you mark that 
Shout ? | [ Second Shout nearer. 


Fat. Hark; they redouble it. 

Alex. "Tis from the Port, 
The Loudneſs ſhows it near: Good News, kind Heav'ns, 

Clo. Ofiris make it fo. 

Enter Serapion. 

Serap. Where, where's the Queen ? 

Alex. How frightfully the holy Coward ftares ! 
As if not yet recover d of th' Aſſault, 
When all his Gods, and, what's more dear to him, 
His Off rings were at ſtake. 

Serap. O Horror, Horror? 
Egypt has been; our lateft Hour is come: 
The Queen of Nations from her ancient Seat 
Is funk for ever in the dark Abyſs : 
Time has unrolPd her Glories to the laft, 
And now clos'd up the Volume. 

Cleo. Be more plain : 
Say, whence thou cam'ſt, (though Fate is in thy Face; 
Which from thy hagard Eyes looks wildly out, 
And threatens ere thou ſpeak'ft.) 

Serap. | came from Pharos; 
From viewing (ſpare me, and i imagine it) 
Our Land's laſt Hope; your Navy 

Cleo. Vanquiſh'd ? 

Serap. No. 

fought not. 

Cleo. T hen they fled. 

Serap. Nor that. I ſaw, 
With Antony, your well. appointed Fleet 
Row out; and thrice he wav'd bis on high, 
And thrice with chearful Cries they ſhouted back: 
Twas then falſe fortune, like a fawning Strumpet, 
About to leave the Bankrupt Prodigal, 
With a diſſembled Smile — kiſs at parting, 
And flatter to the Laſt ; the well - tim d Qars 
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Now dipt from every Bank, now ſmoothly run 
To meet the Foe; and foon indeed they met, 
But not as Foes. In few, _— 
On either fide thrown up; th Egyptian Gallies 
(Receiv'd like Friends) paſt through, and fell behind 
The Roman Rear : And now, they all come forward, 
And ride within the Port. 
Cleo. Enough, Serapton : 
I've heard my Doom. This needed not, you Gods ? 
When I loſt Aton, your Work was done; 
'Tis but ſuperfluous Malice. Where's my Lord? 
How bears he this laſt Blow ? 
Serap. His Fury cannot be expreſs d by Words: 
Thrice he attempted headlong to have fall'n 
Full on his Foes, and aim'd at Cæſar's Galiey : 
Withheld, he raves on You; cries, He's betrag d. 
Should he now find you —— 
Alex. Shan him, ſeek your Safety, 
Till you can clear your Innocence. 
Cleo. Til ftay. 
Alex. You muſt not, haſte 
While I make ſpeed to Cz 
Cleo. Caeſar ! No, 
I have no Buſineſs with him. 
Alex. I can work him 
To ſpare your Life, and let this Madman periſh. [too. 
Cleo. Baſe fawning Wretch! wouldit thou betray him 
Hence from my Sight, I will not hear a Traitor; 
'Twas thy Deſign ht all this Ruin on us ; 
Serapion, thou art honeſt; counſel me : 
But haſte, each Moment's precious. 
Serap. Retire ; you muſt not yet ſee Antony. 
He who began this Miſchief, 
'Tis juſt he tempt the Danger: Let him clear yon: 
2% fince he offer'd you his ſervile Tongue, 
o gain a precarious Life from Cæſar, 
Let hi —_ that fawning Eloquence, 
And ſpeak to Antony. | 
Alex. O Heavens! I dare not, 
I meet my certain Death. | * 


you to your Monument. 
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Cleo. Slave, thou deſerv'| it. 
Not that [ fear my Lord, will I avoid him; 
] know him noble: When he baniſh'd me, 
And thought me falſe, he ſcorn'd to take my Life; 
But I'll be juſtify'd, and then die with him. 

Mex. O pity me, and let me follow you. 

Cleo. To Death, if thou ſtir hence. Speak, if thou canſt, 
Now for thy Life, which baſely thou wouldit ſave ; 
While mine I prize at this. Come, good Scrapion. 

{ Exeunt Cleo. Serap. Char. end Iras. 
Alex. O that I leſs cou'd fear to loſe this Being, 
Which, like a Snow- ball, in my Coward Hand, 

The more tis graſp'd, the faſter melts away. 

Poor Reaſon! What a wretched Aid art thou! 

For ftill, in ſpite of thee, 

Theſe two long Lovers, Soul and Body, dread 


Their final ion. Let me think: 

What can I fay, to ſave myſelf from Death? 

No matter what becomes of Cleopatra. 
Ant. Which way? where? D Vith. 
Vent. This leads to th' Monument. [ Within, 


Alex. Ah me! I hear him; yet I'm unprepar d: 
My Gift of Lying's gone; | 
And this Court-Devil which I fo oft have rais'd, 
Forſakes me at my Need. I dare not flay ; 
Vet cannot far go hence. [ Exit. 

Enter and Ventidius. 

Ant. O h Ceſar ! haſt Men to lead: 
Think not 37 tho haſt conquer d Ane; 
But Name has co 'd Ae. Pm betray'd. 

Fut. Curſe on this treach'rous Train! 
Their Soil and Heav'n inſect em all with Baſeneſs; 
And their young Souls come tainted to the World 
Wah the frft Breath they draw. 

At. Th' original Villain furs no God created; 


One Univerſal Traitor ; and their Queen 
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The very Spirit and Extract of em all. 
Aut. Is there yet left 
A Poſſibility of Aid from Valour ? 
Is there one God unſworn to my Deſtruction? 
The leaſt d Hope? for, if there be, 
Methinks I cannot fall beneath the Fate 
Of ſuch a Boy as Cæſar. 
The World's one half is yet in Antony; 
And from each Limb of it that's hew'd away, 
The Soul comes back to me. 
Vest. There yet remain 
Three Legions in the Town. The laſt Aſſault 
Lopt off the reit: If Death be your Deſign, 
As I muſt wiſh it now, theſe are ſufficient 
To make a Heap about us of dead Foes, 
An honeſt Pile for Burial. 
Art. They're enough. 
We'll not divide our Stars; but Side by Side 
Fight Emolous; And with malicious Eyes, 
Survey each other's Acts: So ev'ry Death 
Thou giv'ſt, Pll take on me, as a juſt Debt, 
And pay thee in a Soul. 


265 


Vent. Now you ſhall ſee I love you. Not a Word 


Of chiding more. By my few Hours of Life, 
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Let me diſpatch him firſt. [ Drawing» 

Ale. O ' me, ſpare me. 

Ant. Hold ; he's not worth your killing. On thy Life, 
(Which thou may'ft keep, becauſe I ſcorn to take it) 
No Syllable to juſtify —_— ; 

Save thy baſe Tongue its 

Alex. Sir, ſhe's gone, 

Where ſhe ſhall never be moleſted more 
By Love, or you. 

Ant. Fled to her Dolabella ! 

Die, Traitor, I revoke my Promiſe, die. [Going to till bim. 

Alex. © hold, ſhe is not fled. 

Ant. She is: My Eyes 
Are open to her Falſhood ; my whole Life 
Has been a golden Dream of Love and Friendſhip. 
But, now I wake, I'm like a Merchant rous'd 
From ſoft Repoſe, to ſee his Veſſel finking, 

And all his Wealth caſt o'er. Ingrateful Woman ! 
Who follow'd me but as a Swallow Summer, 
Hatching her young Ones in my kindly Beams, 
Singing her Flattries to my Morning Wake; 

But, now my Winter comes, ſhe ſpreads her Wings, 
And ſeeks the Spring of Cz/ar. 

Alex. Think not fo ; 
Her Fortunes have, in all things mixt with yours, 
—— od betray'd her Naval Force 2 

o y might ſhe have to , 
Secure by ſack a Bribe ! oe | 

Vent. She ſent it firſt, 


To be more welcome after. 
Ant. Tis too plain; 

Elſe wou'd ſhe have appear'd, to clear herſelf. 
Alex. Too fatally ſhe has ; ſhe could not bear 


To be accus'd by you ; but ſhut herſelf 
Within her Monument: Look'd down and figh'd ; 
While, from her unchang'd Face, the filent Tears 
Dropt, as they had not leave, but ſtole their Parting. 
Some undiitingaiſh'd Words ſhe inly murmur'd ; 

At laſt, ſhe rais'd her Eyes; and with ſuch Looks 
As dying Lacrece caſt 


Ant, 
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Vent. All for the beit : Go on. 

Alex. She ſnatch'd her Poniard, 
And, ere we cou'd prevent the fatal Blow, 
Plung'd it within her Breaſt : Then turn'd to me, 
Go bear my Lord (ſaid ſhe) my laſt Farewel ; 
And ask him, if he yet ſuipeRt my Faith. 
More ſhe was ſaying, bat Death ruſh d betwixt. 


She half pronounc'd your Name with her laſt Breath, 
And bury'd half within her. 


Vent. Heav'n be p rais d. 
Ant. Then art thou innocent, my poor dear Love 2 
And art thou dead? 
O thoſe two Words ! their Sound ſhould be divided : 
Hadſt thou been falſe and dy'd ; or hadſt thou liv'd 
And hadit been true——But Innocence and Death ! 
This ſhows not well above. Then what am I, 
The Murderer of this Truth, this Innocence! 
Thoughts cannot form themiclves in Words ſo horrid 
As can expreſs my Guilt! [cious: 
Vent. 1;'t come to this? The Gods have been too gra- 
And thus you thank 'em for't. 
Ant. to Alex, Why ſtay'ſt thou here? 
Is it for thee to ſpy upon my Soul, 
And fee its inward Mourning ? Get thee hence: 
Thou art not worthy to behold, what now 
Becomes a Roman Emperor to perform. 
Alex. He loves her ill : 12228 
His Grief betrays it. Good ! the joy to find 
She's yet alive, comp:eats the Reconcilement. 
I've ſav'd myſelf and her. But, oh ! the Romans / 
Fate comes too faſt upon my Wit, 
Hunts me too hard, and meets me at each Double. [ F xit. 
Vert. Wou'd ſhe had dy'd a little ſooner tho“, 
Before Octavia went; you might have treated: 
Now 'twill look tame, and wou'd not be receiv'd. 
Come, rouſe yourſelf, and let's die warm . 
Ant. Iwill not fight: There's no more Work for War. 
The Bus'neſs of my angry Hours is done. 
Fent. Cæſar is at your Gates. 


Ht. 


——U—— — — — —— — - - * 
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Ant. Why, let him enter ; 
RN Soul ? 

Vent. t into your 

Ant. Tis but a Scorn of Life, and juſt Deſire 
To free myſelf from Bondage. 

Vent. Do it bravely. 

Ant. Iwill; but not by Fighting. O Yentidius ? 
What ſhould I fight for now? My Queen is dead. 
I was but great for her; my Pow'r, my Empire, 
Were but my Merchandiſe to buy her Love ; 
And conquer'd Kings, my Factors. Now ſhe's dead, 
Let Cæſar take the World 
An empty Circle, fince the A 
Which made it worth my Strife: My Being's nauceous ; 
For all the Bribes of Life are gone away. 

Veni. Wou'd you be taken? 

Ant. Yes, I wou'd be taken; 
But, as a Roman ought, dead, my Yentidins : 
For I'll convey my Soul from Cz/ar's reach. 
And lay down Life myſelf. Tis time the World 
Should have a Lord, and know whom to obey, 
We two have kept its homage in ſuſpence, 
And bent the Globe on whoſe each fide we trod, 
Till it was dinted inwards: Let him walk 
Alone upon't; I'm weary of my Part. 
My Torch is out; and the World ſtands before me 

ike a black Deſert at th' Approach of Night : 
I'll lay me down, and ftray no farther on. 

Vent. I could be griev'd, 
But that III not out-live you: Chuſe your Death; 
For, I have ſeen him in ſuch various Shapes, 
I care not which I take: Pm only troubled, 
The Life I bear, is worn to fuch a Rag, 
'Tis ſcarce worth giving. I could wiſh indeed 
We threw it from us with a better Grace; 
That, like two Lions taken in the Toils, 
We might 


F ent. 


| 
| 
| 
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Vent. I muſt not, Sir. 

Ant, Wilt thou not live, to ſpeak ſome Good of me? 
To ſtand by my fair Fame, and guard th Approaches 
From the ill Tongues of Men ? 

Vent. Who ſhall guard mine 
For living after you ? 

Ant. Say, I command it. 

Vent. If we die well, our Deaths will ſpeak themfelves 
And need no living Witneſs. 

Ant. Thou haſt lov'd me, 
And fain [ wou'd reward th-e: I mutt die; 
Kill me, and take the Merit of my Death 
To make thee Friends with Cz/ar. 

Vent. Thank your Kindneſs. 
You ſaid I lov'd you, and, in Recompence, 
You bid me turn a Traitor : Did I think 
You wou'd have us'd me thus ? that I ſhould die 
With a hard Thought of you ! 

Ant. Forgive me, Roman. 
Since I have heard of Cleopatra's Death 
My Reaſon bears no rule upon my Tongue, 
But lets my T all at random out ; 
Pve thought better ; do not deny me twice. 

Vent. By Heav'n, I will not, 
Let it not be Youtlive you. 

Ant. Kill me firſt, 
And then die thou; For tis but juſt thou ſerve 
Thy Friend before thyſelf. 

Vent. Give me your Hand. 
We ſoon ſhall meet again. Now, farewel, Emperor. 

[ Embrace, 

Methinks that Word's too cold to be my laſt: | 
Since Death ſweeps all Diſtinctions, Farewel, Friend. 
That's all 
will not make a Bus'neſs of a Trifle: 
And yet I cannot look on you and kill you ; 
Pray turn your Face. 

Ant. | do: Strike home be ſure. 

Fent. Home, as my Sword will reach. [Ailli Lime. 


Ant 
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Ant. O, thou miſtak' it; 
That Wound was none of thine: Give it me back: 
Thou robb'ſt me of my Death. 
Vent. I do indeed; | 
But, think, tis the firſt Time I e'er deceiv'd you; 
If that may plead my Pardon. And you Gods, 
* me, if you will, for I die per jur'd. 
Rather than kill my Friend. [Dies. 
Ant. Farewel. Ever my Leader, ev'n in Death 
My Queen and thou have got the Start of me; 
And I'm the Lag of Honour Gone ſo ſoon ? 
Is Death no more? He us'd him careleſly, 
With a familiar Kindneſs : Ere he knock'd, 
Ran to the Door, and took him in his Arms, 
As who ſhould ſay, You're welcome at all Hours, 
A Friend need give no Warning, Books had ſpoil d him; 
For all the Learn'd are Cowards by Profeſſion. 
*Tis not worth 
My farther Thought; for Death, for ought I know, 


' Is but to think no more. Here's to be ſatisfy d. 


2 1 Fall; on bis Sword. 
ve miſt my Heart. O aunperforming d! 
Thou — couldſt have err'd in a worſe Time. 
My Fortune jades me to the laſt ; and Death, 
Like a great Man, takes State, and makes me wait 
For my Admittance [Trampling within. 
Some perhaps from Cz/ar : 
If he ſhould find me living, and ſuſpect 
That I play'd Booty with my Life ! I'll mend 
My Work, ere they can reach me. { Riſes upon bis Krees, 
Eiter Cleopatra, Charmion, 4244 Iras, 
Cleo. Where is my Lord; where is he? 
Char. There he hes, 
And dead Feniidins by him. 
Cue. My Fears were Prophets; I am come too late. 
O that accurs'd Alexa: [ Runs to him. 
Ant. Art thou living? 
Or am I dead before I knew ? and thou 
The firſt kind Ghoſt that meets me? 


Clo. 
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Cleo. Help me ſeat him. 
Send quickly, ſend for Help. [They place him in a Chair. 
Ant. am anſwer'd. 
We live both. Sit thee down, my Cleopatra: 
Pll make the moſt I can of Life, to ſlay 
A Moment more with thee. 
Cleo. How is it with you? 
Ant. Tis as with a Man 
Ren.oving in a Hurry ; all pack'd up, 
But one dear Jewel that his Haſte forgot; 
And he, for that, returns upon the Spur: 
So I come back, for thee. 
Cleo. Too long, ye Heav'ns, you have been cruel to me 3 
Now ſhow your mended Faith, and give me back 
His fleeting Life. 
Ant. It will not be, my Love. 
I keep my Soul by force. 
Say but thou art not falſe. 
Cleo. "Tis now too late 
To ſay Pm true: T1! prove it, and die with you. 
Unknown to me Alexa: feign'd my Death: 
Which, when I knew, I hatted to 
This fatal Conſequence. My Fleet betray'd 
Both you and me. 
Ant. And Dotabella 
Cleo. Scarce efteem'd before he lov'd; but hated now. 
Ant. Enough : My Life's not long enough for more. 
Thou ſay ſt thou wilt come after: I believe thee ; 
For I can now believe whate'er thou ſay I, 
That we may part more kindly, 
Cleo. I will come: 
Doubt not, my Life, I'll come, and quickly too: 
Ce/ar ſhall triumph o'er no Part of thee. 
An'. But grieve not, while thou flay'tt, 
My laſt diſaſtrous Times: 
Think we have had a clear and glorious Day: 
And Heav'n did kindly to delay the Storm 
Juſt till our cloſe of Evening. Ten Years Love, 
And not a Moment loſt, but all improv'd 
To th” atmoſt Joys; What Ages have we liv'd! 


And 


272 ALL for Love: Or, 


And now to die each others; and, fo dying, 
While Hand in Hand we walk in Groves below, 
Whole Troops of Lovers Ghoſts ſhall flock about us, 
And all the Train be ours. 

Cleo. Your Words are like the Notes of dying Swans, 
'Foo ſweet to lalt. Were tiere ſo many Hours 
For your Unkindneſs, and not one for Love ? 

Aa. No, not a Minute—This one Kiſs — more worth 
Than all I leave to Ce/ar. [ Dies. 

Cleo. O, tell me ſo again, 
And take ten thouſand Kiſſes, for that Word. 
My Lord, my Lord: Speak, if you yet have Being; 
Sigh to me, if you cannot ſpeak ; or calt 
One Look; Do any thing _ ſhows you live. 

Ira. He's too far to hear you; 
And this you . Lump of — Clay. 
The Leavings of a Soul. 

Char. Remember, Madam, 
He charg'd you not to grieve. 

Cho. And Pll obey him, 
I have not low d a Reman, not to know 
What ſhould become his Wife; his Wife, my Charmion, 
For 'tis to that high Title I aſpire: 
| And now Pll not die leſs. Let dull Octavia 
q Survive, to mourn him dead ; My noble Fate 
| Shall knit our Spouſals with a Tie too ſtrong 
i For Reman Laws to break. 
| Iras. Will you then die? 
| 


Cleo. Why ſhouldſt thou make that Queſtion ? 
| tras. Cx/ar is merciful. 

{ Cleo. Let him be ſo 

| To thaſe that want his Mercy : My poor Lord 

þ Made no ſuch Cov'nant with him, to ſpare me 

| When he was dead. Yield me to Cæſar s Pride? 
What, to be led in Triumph through the Streets, 
A Spectacle to baſe Plebeian Eyes; 

While ſome dejected Friend of Antony's, 

Cloſe in a Corner, ſhakes his Head, and mutters 
A ſecret Curſe on her who ruin'd him ? 

Vl none of that. | 


— 
— —— — 
—— —— — 
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Char, Whatever you reſolve, 
Flt follow ev'n to Death. 

Tras. 1 only fear'd 
For you ; but more ſhould fear to live without you. 

Cie. Why, now ' tis as it ſhould be. Quick, my Friends, 
Diſpatch; ere this, the Town's in C/ar's Hands: 

My Lord looks down concern'd, and fears my Stay, 
Leſt 1 ſhould be ſurpris'd ; 

Keep him an; GY for his Love too long, 

You, Charmion, bri Crown po - + - Jewels, 
With 'em the W og my Crown 

(Vain Augury!) r — BY 

You, . 1 the Cure of all our IIIs. 

Lat. The Aſpicks, Madam? 

Cle. Muſt I bid you twice? Exe. Char. and Iras. 
"Tis ſweet to die, when they would force Life on me, 
To ruſh into the dark abode of Death, 

And ſeize him-firit; if he be like my Love, 

He is not frightful ſure. 

We're now alone, in Secrecy and Silence; 

And is not this like Lovers ? I may kiſs 

Theſe pale, cold Lips; Octavia does not ſee me; 

And Oh ! *tis better far to have him thus, 

Than fee him in her Arms—O welcome, welcome. 
Enter Charmion and Iras. 

Char. What muſt be done? 

Cleo. Short Ceremony, Friends; 

Bat yet it mutt be decent. Firſt, this Laurel, 
Shall crown my Hero's Head : He fell not baſely, 
Nor left his Shield behind him. Only thou 
Cauld'ſt triumph o'er thyſelf; and thou alone 
Wert worthy ſc to Triumph. 

Char. To what end 
Tha oo of your Pomp and Royalty ? 
that thou art ! why, tis to meet my Love; 
As yore pd ob on Cydros' Bank, 
All ſparkling. like a Goddefs ; ſo adora'd, | 
Fll find him once again: My ſecond Spouſals 
Shall match my firft in Glory. Haſte, haſte, both, 
And dreſs the Bride of Antony. _ 
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Char. 'Tis done. 
Cleo. Now ſet me by my Lord. I claim this Place; 
For I mutt conquer Cæſar too, like him, 
And win my Share o'th* World. Hail, you dear Relicks 
Of my immortal Love! 
O let no impious Hand remove you hence; 
Bur reſt for ever here: Let Egypt give 
His Death that Peace, which it deny'd his Life. 
Reach me the Caſket. 
Trat. Underneath the Fruit the Aſpick lies. 
Cleo. Welcome, thou kind Deceiver ! 
[ Putting afide the Leaves, 
Thou beſt of Thieves; who with an eaſy Key, 
Doſt open Life, and, uaperceiv'd by us, 
Ev'n ſteal us from ourſelves: Diſcharging ſo 
Death's dreadful Office better than himſelf, 
Touching our Limbs ſo gently into Slumber, 
That Death ſtands by, deceiv'd by his own Image, 
And thinks himſelf but Sleep. 
Serap. The Queen, where is ſhe? [Within, 
The Town is yielded, Cæſar's at the Gates. 
Cleo. He comes too late invade the Rights of Death, 
Haſte, bare my Arm, and rouſe the Serpent's Fury, 
[ Holds out ber Arm, and draws it back. 
Coward Fleſh —— 
Would'i thou conſpire with Cæſar, to betray me, 
As thou wert none of mine? I'll force thee to't, 
And not be ſent by him, 
But bring myſelf my Soul to Antony. 
Taras afide, and then bows her Arm Bloody, 
Take hence; the Work is done. 
Serap. Break ope the Door, [Within, 
And guard the Traitor well. 
Char. The next is ours. 
Fat. Now, — to be worthy 
Of our great Queen and Miſtreſs. [75 the Aſpicks, 
Clo. Already, Death. I feel as ZS 
I go with ſuch a Will to find my Lord, 
That we ſhall quickly meet. 
A heavy Numbneſs creeps through every Limb, 


4a # ak ans AM a 8 Pa 


The WorLD wil Los r. 275 
And now 'tis at my Head: My Eye-lids fall, 
And my dear Love is vaniſh'd in a Mitt. 
Where ſhall I find him, where? O turn me to him. 
And lay me on his Breaſt—— Cz/er, thy work ; 
Now part us, if thou canſt. [Dies. 
[Iras finks down at her Feet, and diet; Charmion 
ftands behind her Chair, as dr:fſing her Head. 
Enter Serapion, two Priefls, Alexas bound, Egyptians. 
2 Prieſt. Behold, Serapion, what Havock has 
Serap. Twas what I fear'd. [made! 
Charmion, is this well done? 
Char. Yes, 'tis well done, and like a Queen, the laſt 
Of her Race: I follow her. [Sinks down ; dies. 
Alex. Tis true, 
She has done well: Much better thus to die, 
Than live to make a Holy-day in Rome. 
Serap. See, how the Lovers fit in State 
As they were giving Laws to half Mankind, 
Th' Impreſſion of a Smile left in her Face, 
Shows ſhe dy'd pleas'd with him for whom ſhe liv'd, 
And went to charm him in another World. 
Ceſar's juſt entring; Grief has now no leiſure. 
Secure that Villain, as a Pledge of Safety, 
To grace th' Imperial Triumph. Sleep, bleft Pair, 
Secure from human Chance, long Ages out, 
While all the Storms of Fate fly o'er your Tomb; 
And Fame, to late Poſterity 


tell, 
No Lovers liv'd ſo great, or dy'd ſo well. {Excunt. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Oeta like D ſputants, vuben Reaſons fail, 
Have one jure Refuge left, and that's to rail. 
Fop, Coxcomb, Feol, are thunder d through the Pit ; 


And this is all their Equipage of Wit. 
We wonder bow the Devil this Diff rence Þ 
Betwixt our Fools in Verſe, and yours in Proſe: 
Fer, "Faith, the Duarrel rightly underfioed, 

*Tis Civil War with their owzun Fleſh and Bla. 
The thread-bare Author bates the 3 
And fevears at the Gilt Coach; fwears afont : 
For "tis ebſerey/d of ev'ry ſcribbling Man, 

He grace @ Fop as faſt as Ger be can; 

Prunes up, and aut bis Oracle the Glaſs, 

If Pink or Purple be becomes his Face, 

Fer our poor Wretch, be neither rails nor prays ; 
Nor Lkes your Wit juſt as you lite bis P 
He has not yet jo much of Mr. Bays. 
He dees his be; and if he cannot pleaſe, 
Would quietly fue out bis Writ of Eaſe, 

It if be might his own Grand Jury call, 

By the Fair Sex he begs to fland or fall. 

Let Cxfar's Pow'r the Mens Ambition move, 

But grace you him who loft the World for Love. 
Yet if ſome antiquated Lady ſay, 

The laß Age is not copy'd in this Play; 
Heaw'n be 
Which only has the Wrinkles of a Judge. 
Let not the Young ein cui 
Fer fheuld you raiſe fuch awum'rous HH of Foes, 
Young Wits and Sparks be to his Aid muff call; 
"Tis mere than one Man's Work to pleaſe you all. 
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LAaDy Harriet Godolphin. 


MaDaAmM, 


SSH OUR ſignal Favour to This 

29 Fun during its Repreſen- 
tation upon the Stage, and 
9 Your great Generoſity to its 
Autiuur before it was ated, have encou- 
rag'd me to make an Offering of Both 
to Your Ladyſhip; and to publiſh my 
Gratitude for ſuch uncommon Goodneſs 
and Condeſcenſion. 

No T that by this I think to add any 
thing to your Character: The World 
was ſufficiently ſenſible of it before: And 
thoſe ſhining Qualities, by which Your 


Ladyſhip is ſo eminently diſtinguiſhed, 
could no more be hidden than they can 
be exceeded. "Tis not therefore for your 
ſake that I addreſs to You, but for my 
own ; not to make any Return to Your 
Ladythip, but to do Honour to my ſelf. 

A3 Which 


— 


+ "DEQICATION. 
Which 1 thould not have — to 
have done without Your Permithon ; 
and even That brings a freſh Obligation 
upon me. Forno could be a greater 
Improvement of your former Bounty, 
than Your Leave to make this folemn 
Acknowledgment of it ; and to Perſons 
of Your Ladyſhip's Rank, we cannot 
publickly return Thanks for one Favour, 
without receiving another. | 
For what could reflect more Luſtre on 
This Poem, 6 
prefix d to it? "Tis the peculiar Glory 
Tragedy, that it has always been the 
moſt ble Entertainment to the 
Fair Sex; who have been ever more in- 
dulgent to That, than to any other ſort 
of Poetry. Men are generally leſs ca 
ble of thoſe tender — — which 
the Ladies (who are 'd with finer 
Sentiments) more eaſily receive. But if 
this be the beſt Pretence we can make to 
Maſculine Wiſdom, and Superiority of 
Reaſon ; I think we had better make 
none at all. For certainly to be ſoon 
mov'd to Compaſhon, and ſenſible of 
the Misfortunes of others ; is rather a 
Perfection in Human Nature, than an 


Argument of Weakneſs or Infirmity. 
"Tis 


DEDICATION. 
'T is for this Reaſon, Madam, that 
Performances of this kind are the moſt 
proper Nc why to the Fair : og 1 am 
particularly in preſenting This to 
one who her (ts Excellencics, with- 
out any of their Deſects. 


But I perceive I am in Danger of diſ- 
obliging Your Ladyſhip, while I am do- 
ing You that Juſtice which will be hi 
ly pleaſing to every Body, but Your ſelf. 
I therefore only beg Leave to add, 
that ſince Love and Valour are the 
Springs of Tragedy, and give Life and 
Motion to it; Nothing could be more 

per than to addreſs This to Your La- 
dyſhip, whoſe Family is remarkable, a- 
bove any other, for giving ſo much Beau- 
ty to the Court, and ſo much Courage to 
the Field; the one to adorn, the other to 
defend your Country; the one to triumph 
at home, and the other abroad. I am, 


MADAM, 
Nur Ladyſhip's moſt Obedient, 
and moſt Humble Servant. 
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"a beſeeching Harl, 
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Has no Ma to countenance his Mnſ/e, 
pos bim on the Arts _ _ , 

0 mece Friends to p _ 
O'er 2 Tit wot = 1 
Then 'tis pure Tragedy which he — 
With no relieving Interval of Farce. 
Nay, but one Song ; his Numbers rarely chime, 
Nor Bleſs the Gall ries with the Sw ects of Rh; ze. 
Fa Actors are to fall, no Gheoſls to riſe ; 
No Fuftian roars, nor mimick Lightning flies ; 
No Thunder from his Heroes or the Skies. 

With all theſe Diſadvantages oppreſi d, 
He fill has Hopes ; and makes his bold Reqre/ 
To Men of Senſe : and here are none, I bn, 
But tither are, or think at leaf they re fo. 
To you, with made Awe, he dares to ſpeak 
Will not afſume too much, yet ſcorns to ſneak : 
He boafts not of his Genius, or bis Rules; 
Nor inſolentiy calls his Fudzes, Fools. 
Tet to Deſert diſclaims not all Pretence ; 


To be ſo Modeſt would be Impudence. 


PROLOGUE. 


For his Pre on muſt be 
A 3 to no 8 

Groſs Dubn'ſs He expect. you ſhould not flatter ; 
Vet leaves yo Room h to ſpew Good: nature 
Beg: you would come, of all ill Paſſten cat d; | 
Patient to hear, and willing to be pleas'd. 
Comards and Fools are barbarous, and think 
All Wit and Vahr is to damn and fink ; 

But Weakneſs in Diftreſs fill finds Defence 

From Men of Courage, and from Men of Senſe. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 

Mabomet the IVth Emperor of the Tarks. Mr. Betterton 
Pyrrhus, Grand Viſier. Mr. Yerbruggen. 
Solyman, Brother to Mahomet. Mr. Powell. 
Kifler Aga, Superintendant of the Seraglio. Mr. Bowman. 
Hah. Mr. Freeman. 
Cuproli. Mr. Cory. 
Murſa, a Tartarian Merchant. Mr. Fielabouſe. 

WOMEN. 
Abra- Mule. Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
Zaida, her Confident. Mrs. Porter. 


Marama, a Creature of Solyman's. Mrs. Leigh. 
Eunuchs, Baſſas, Janizaries and Attendants. 


SCENE, Conſtantinople. 
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Ae ern 
Enter Murſa and Abra-Mule. 
MURS A. 


Ez H 1. Day, fair Abra, ſmiles on you and 

n ines 

; = 2 3 happieſt Day of all your 

4 E 3 

| In which you ſhall be rais'd from low 

„ Obſcurity, 

To the ſublimeſt Height of Earthly Greatneſs: 

Brought as the riche Preſent to the Sultan, 

To crown his Pleaſures, and adorn his Court ; 

To entertain with Joy his ſofteſt Hours, 

And charm the World's great Maſter with your Beauty. 
Abr. Rather, as often as this Day returns 

Within the Round of the revolving Year 

Let me be clad in gloomy, fable Weeds, 

Exhauſt the ſpringing Fountains of my Eyes, 


Indu!ge 
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Indulge my Grief, and waſte my ſelf in Mourning. 
Be rats'd to Grandeur? No: —— 1 ſhall be thrown 
Lower than firſt my vulgar Fortune plac'd me. 
O think not, Sir, to ſooth me with the Name 
Of fancy'd Glory ; for when Virtue's gone, 
Ard Intamy takes place, tho“ you advance me 
Above the highett Monarch. you debaſe 
My humble Birth, and ſink me into Greatneſs. 
Mur. Ungrateful Maid Are then my Benefits 
So ſoon forgotten? Doſt thou nat remember 
That to this ſaving Arm thou cw'ſt thy Being? 
Aor. I do, and bleſs you for that gen'rous Action. 
Mur. Had I not interpo:'d twixt Death and thee, 
When | with thouſands of my Country-men 
Made an Incurſion into Mu/cowy, 
Thou hadſt not now ſtood thus erect before me 
To contradit my Will Methinks I now 
See the relentlets Ruffian, with his Sword 
Uplifted, juit prepar'd to give the Stroke, 
And thy bare Bolom heaving at the Point. 
Thy tender Innocence, and unripe Beauty, 
Which then een in a Child appear d mott lovely. 
Mov'd me to ſoſt Compaſſion. Straight I ſciz .d 
His threatning Arm. and ſtopp'd the coming Blow. 
Scarce then had Seen full Winters ſnou d upon thee ; 
And thoſe Twelve Years in which thou haſt been mine, 
Say, have I not ſtill lov'd and cheriſt d thee, 
With all ti indulgent Kindneſs of a Father? 
Abr. Hear me with Patience, Sir, 
Mar. * Tis true, fince I reſolv'd upon this Voyage, 
She always has been froward, and appcar'd 
Averſe to my Defign ; but now of late 
Much more than ever— Ha !—l have a Thought; — 
It muſt be ſo I' put her to the Trial. [. fe. 
An ill Return you make me for my Kindneſs, [To ber. 
Forgetful Abra; but ſince no Perſuaſions 
Can bend you to my Will, F'll once comply 
With a fond Woman's Humour, be content 
To loſe my Journey, and return again. 
And now [ rt fully ſatisfy d. 
Ha! What, not move? What „ 
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What means that humble Poſture, and thoſe Tears ? 
Abr. Kneeling.) Alas! why will you break my tender 
Hear: ? 
Mur Thy Words 2maze me. Didft thou not defire 
To fly the loath'd Embraces of the Sultan, 
And to return again? 
Abr. | did indeed 
Deſire to fly th* Embraces of the Sultan; 
And yet upon my bended ners would beg you 
Nat to return again. 
Aur. Tis fo for certain [ 45 te. 
I underſtand you not. explain your Meaning. [le her. 15 
Abr. Sincg then you urge me to the Brink of Fate, i 
Tho” nothing but the Fear of Separation | 
From the molt brave of Men. and beſt of Lovers, 
Could force me to dilcloie the mighty Secret ; 
] will unlock my Breaſt, and lay before you 
Tae inmoſt Thoughts and Counſels of my Soul. 
Know then (hut ere my Story reach your Ears 
Learn to forgive ; and arm your ſelf with Patience) 
I hat ſince the time that mine and your Deliv'rer, 
The gen'rous V (fer, the thrice Noble Pyrrbas, 
Reſcu'd us in our Journey to this City. 
From the rough Inſolence of ſtern Polonians, 
I nzve in ſecret lov'd that wond'rous Man; 
And he with equal Fire receiv'd my Paſſion. 
And during theie four Months. in which I lay 
Hind2r'd from Travelling by trdious Sickneſs, 
We have, by mutual Intercourſe, exchang'd 
Exch other's Souls E'en now. while my dear Lord 
Is abſent at the Wars, 2 leading on 
His fucc'ring Troops to raiſe the Siege of Puda 
He has unmindful of his Love, 
But has by Leiters — 
Mur Yes. | underiiand you 
Yau are of late, it ſeems, grown intimate 
Wich the chief Minitter ot S:ate For him 
You wou:d reſerve your felf, for him you'd ftay, 
For him you would avoid th* Imperial Bed. 
But hear me, Maid —Nay, do not kneel and 
Nor think to molliity me with thy Pray 'rs: 


- 
& 


For 
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For know thy Sentence is already pals'd, 

Nor is it in my Power to reverſe it. 

Already Ive contracted for thy Beauty 

And all things are prepar'd for th Reception $ 

Therefore, no more—— Attend 4 in this Hour 

To be preſented to the World's great Lord. 

Farewel, and think of nothing but Obedience. [ Exit. 
Abra. O harſh Command ! Cruel, Hard- hearted Mur ſa, 

Inexorable, obſtinate old Xlan! 

Obedience ! What Obedience? and to whom ?—— 

But why (alas !) do I deliberate, 

As if I were my own, and all my Actions 

Ar Liberty ? Superior Violence 

O'er-rules my Will; I muſt of force obey, 

Becauſe I have no Power to make Reſiſtance, 


And am too impotent to be Rebelliqus. 
Enter Zaida and Pyrrhus. 


Zaid. In Tears ?— But ſee, I bring you Comfort, Madam. 

Abr. My Lord, my Life return'd ? Then all my Woes 
Shall be forgot; at leaſt I will a- while 
Suſpend my Griefs, and be all Joy and Pleaſure, 
To welcome, with the moſt tranſporting Raptures, 
All that my Soul holds dear. 

Pyr. T * lovelieſt Creature, 
* at ſight of thee, have loſt the Senſe 
Of pal Misfortunes— Juſt at my Arrival 
ge, by favour of the friendly Darkneſ:, 

Haber rivate and 
Directed, by thy Letters, to the Place 
Of thy Abode ; and ever ſince have waited 
For a convenient Opportunity 
To gain Admiſſion here; — Mearſa's Abſence, 
And Zaida's Help, at laſt have giv'n. And now, 
At the reviving — of = 


Grief leaves my Breaſt, and healing Joy ſucceeds. 
Thou ſmilt—— Let Fortune 7 "4 I'll deſpiſe her, 
T'il not regard the Sultan's cold 


Since I am welcome to theſe Arms — 
Abr. Yes, my dear Lord, I may without a Bluſh 
Receive theſe chaſte Embraces: and to you, ; 
Who 
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Who love with Honour, I with Innocence 

May give thoſe Tokens of my vow'd Fidelity. 

But I, alas! am doom'd to guilty Joys, 

To the deteſted Arms of Mahomet ; 

I muit, in ſpite of me, reſign my Honour, 

And wrong our mutual Loves, — Injurious Mur/a, 
Deſpiſing Tears, and deaf to all Intreacies, | 
Has fworn this Hour to yield me to the Sultan ; 
And I, by all the Arts of Virtuous Fraud, 

No longer can deceive him. 
Pyr. O the Villain! 
Can ought that's human harbour ſo much Baſcneſs ! 

Are then the Joys of this bleſt Meeting daſh'd 

So ſoon ? So ſoon will Fortune ſnatch thee from me, 

And mock my vain Embraces ?: Thus like one 

Who in a Dream, with mighty Toil and Labour, 

Strives to embrace ſome viſionary Form; 

Juſt as he ſeems to claſp the lovely Object, 

It ſlides away, and vaniſhes to Air: 

So I, who thro' oppoling Difficulties 

Have cut my tedious Way to thy lov'd Arms, 

At length am diſappointed ; and but ſee thee, 

To take my laſt Farewel. O lippery State 

Of Human Pleaſures, fleet and volatile 

Giv'n us, ard ſnatch'd again in ene ſhort Moment, 

To mortify our Hopes, and edge our Suffering 

Abr. When you, in a Phyfician's Garb disguis'd, 

Came without Interruption to my Lodgings ; 

I unſuſpected could diſſemble Sickneſs. 

But when the Clamours of your ſuff ring Country 

Tore you from me, and ſent ycu to the Wars: 

Then, leſt my feign'd Diſeaſe at length ſhould be 

Detected by a true Phyfician's Skill; 

J was oblig d to lay that Maſk afide, . 

And own my ſelf Recov'ring. 

I ible for | long 

m thee to manage 

A Fraud like That ; unleſs thou could'ſt with Art 

Extinguiſh all thy Charms ; for ſurely none 

Cou'd io far be impos'd on, as to think 

That the grim Form of pale and meagre Sickneſs — 
ou 
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Cou'd e er be ſeated in a Face fo lovely. 

Abr. With many a vain Excuſe, and falſe Pretence 
Nic TI, till now, defer the fatal Hour: 

Bat the infatiate A varice of Mar/a, 
No longer patient of my flight Ev:ftons, 
Reſviv'd at laſt, and fix'd upon this Day 
To ſacriſice me to the Sultan's Pleaſure. 

Pyr. Can nothing then content that greedy Tartar, 
But Trading with the Purchaſe of thy Virtue? 
Damn'd Avarice ! Curſed, deſtructive Avarice ! 
Thou everlaſting Foe to Love and tionour ! 

What will not this vile Merchant turn to Traffick, 
If Chaſtity it ſelf be fer to Sale, 

And Innocence and Virtue cannot ſcape him! 
But L'Il not talk away theſe precious Moments 
But fly with all the Wings that Love can lend, 

To ſind this ſordid, mercenary Churl, 

And gorge his rav' nous Appetite with Gold ; 

I' buy thee off, redeem thee from Diigrace, 

And once defraud my Maſter ——— [ Going. 

Abra. Stay, my Lord; 

And let not your Concern for my Deliv'rance 
Hurry you on to things impracticable. 
You know you ofien kave propos'd theie Means 
To me before; and I as often told you 
The Royal Funds will ſcarce fafice to flake 
His raging Thirit of Gold: Then he's Perverſe, 
OW and Froward, 1 Proud : 
long with Pleaſure hugg'd this Deſign, 
Fed with vaſt Hopes — — 
Such ſtrange Opinions of my fatal Beauty, 
That half the World he thinks too little Recompe! ce 
For ſuch a Preſent. This I oft have told you, 
Ard you have thought it Reaſon. 
Pyr. Trae, I have; 

Bu: then I had not that high Eminence 
Of bow'r and Greatneſs which I no poſſeſs; 

Nor Wealth enough, — to raiſe a Bribe 
- Sufficient ; but he will not ſure refuſe 
So vaſt a Treafure as I no can give: 


Beſides, tay Honour and Authority 


Will 
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Will awe him to C 
r. Were that true, 
Yet 'tis too late: He cannot now comply 
His Word is gone too far to be recali'd : 
The fatal Contract for my Virgin Honour 
Already is agreed on, and ere this 
The Purchaſe paid ; and ſhould you urge him now, 
Perhaps, incens'd by your Solicitations, 
He may inform the Sultan of your Love ; 
And then your Life, my Lord. will be in Danger. 
Pyr. And what can Life afford deſirable, 
When thou art loſt for ever ? 
Abr. But perha 
Some more ſecure Expedient may be found 
To reicue me from Shame, and fave my Honour, 
V. itnout the Hazard of your precious Life. 
Pyr. Oh no I am not now what once I was — 
Fer, fince I parted from thee, Fate has tarniſh'd 
My Glories, and o'erwhelm'd me with Misfortunes. 
When leading firſt my Troops to fuccour Bade, 
I enter'd on that fatal :2ion ; 
I thought to give ſuch Tokens of my Valour 
And Conduct, that I might with Confidence 
Dare beg thee of my Royal Maſter's Bounty, 
As a Reward of my paſt Services. 
But Fortune has defeated thoſe Deſigns —— 
Vet fiil ſome Hopes I have—— ! he Kr. 
Who governs all in the Seraglio, 
To whom you are preſented, is my Friend. 
Perhaps bis Prudence ard Addreſs may yet 
Recover all. Mean while, farewel, my Love 
J muft to Court, to juſtify my Conduct, 
And clear me to the Sultan. 
Atr. Part fo ſoon ! 
Perhaps to meet no moro Indeed 'tis hard 
Pyr. Thou weep'ſt ; O top that Show r of falling Sorrows, 
Which melts me to the Soſtneſs of a Woman, 
And ſhakes my beſt Refolves. —- Tis hard indeed 
So hard, that I have nced of all my Courage 
And maniy Reaſon, to ſupport the Thought. 


Suort have our Meetings been, by Stealth enjoy d, 
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interrupted, broken Intervals, 
Ah murders by the Pang of oin Paring. 
Such as ſad Spirits prove, who nightly 
To viſit the loy'd Objects they admire ; | 
1 — . 
warn'd away. Yet een | 
With lef n 
They lag behind, and fain would longer flay ; . 
Till fick'ning at the Marn's anwelcome Ray, 
By force they yield to Fate, and ling ring leave the Day. 
The [Exeaxt ſeverall;. 


Maho- 


SCENE changes to 4 Rizal L 
yman, Haly, Cu- 


met ſeated in State, Prince 


Mas. U R Prophet ſeems unmindful of his 
And leaves our Empire tobe ſteer d at random 

By blind uncertain Chance ; for did not he 
> per — ielded __ "mn 

e would not thus have yi my , 
Nor ſuffer d. ſpite of all my —— 
My darling Buda to be raviſt d from me. 

Cupr. Ihe Prophet, Royal Sir, has done his Part, 
By ſubſticuting You to govern for him ; 
And having to your Care intruſted all, 
He thinks he ſafely may a-while withdraw k 
His Tutelary Pow'r, and leave the World 
To You, his great Vice - gerent: And had you 
Been equally ſucceſs ful in your Choice 
Of all thoſe Miniſters who move beneath you, 
Bada had ſtill been ours. 

Sol. I always thought 
The Viſier's Conduct would prove fatal to us. 

Hal. This ſtrange Miſcarriage has indeed abated 
The high Eſteem which I long entertain'd 
For that great Man; and if lee Liberty 


r 


Be granted to diſcloſe our real Sentiments, 
2 25. Be dient [ perceive 
Mah. — i 
You're all agreed with Fortune to 

The rifing Glories ef the Noble Pyrrbas ; 
And nought more eafy, than with Rhet'rick 
To caſt the Odium of a Battle loſt 
On him that manag'd it: But you forget 
That dire Misfortune, and the Chance of War, 
Often defeat the beſt-concerted Meaſures. 
And fince in many dang'rous Fields of Battle 
He has giv'n ſuch Proof of Conduct, and of Valour ; 
Thoſe Laurels which his conqu'ring Sword has won 
Should ſhadow this Miſcarriage. 
Enter a Fanizary. 

an. Mighty Monarch, 
Th unfortunate Grand- Viſier is arriv'd, 
And humbly craves Admittance. 

Mah. Bid him enter. [Exit Fans. 
Now all from his own Mouth to hear 
The Vindication of his injur'd Honour. 


Enter Pyrrhus. 
Arte 29 . 2 
or Cities ſtorm d, Battles 7 ? 
Does it become the celebrated Pyrrhus * 
Unheard- of to arrive, and private enter 
Conflantinople's Gates ? 
Then unattended to appear at Court, 
And ſend in his Petition for Admittance ? 
Not fo he look d, when throng'd with Multitudes 
Of the applauding Soldiers, he arriv'd 
When waving Colours did adorn his Triumph, 
And Trumpets {pright!y Sound proclaim'd his Entry. 
= With ſuch Magnificence, and Martial Pomp, 
now, were my Arrivals always honour'd ; 
The thund'ring Ordnance loudly welcom'd me; 
And, what was more, the Sovereign of the World 
With gracious Looks, and open Arms receiv'd me. 
But now (O dire Reverſe of tickle Chance) 


2 KY 


—— — — 
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I come inglorious, like a Criminal, 
To clear my Honour, and excuſe my ConduR. 
Mah. Begin then, and as bravely as you fought 
Redeem your Reputation. 
Fyr. As 1 2 
Hate I then 15 Fes be arraign's of Cowardiſe ? 
Ask brave Loraine, that Thunderbolt of War, 
Or great Bavaria, ask thoſe mighty Chiefs 
If ever I ia Fight declin'd their Arms, 
Or &er was ſtartled at the Face of Danger. 
But 'twas not in my Pow'r t inſpire my Troops 
With Souls as large, and fearleſs as my own. 
All my Defigns and Methods ſtill were croſs d 
By ſome unlucky, thwarting Accident ; 
As if the ner bed 2 
interpoy'd, on purpole to 
My cloſe Contrivances, and break my Meaſures. 
Hal. He little thinks whoſe Providence it was 
That foil'd his Policy. [ Hide to Cupr. 
Pyr. Whate'er Deſigns, 
Tho' manag'd with the greateſt Sr, 
T had refoly'd ; the Enemy. 
As if fore · knowing what [ had decreed, = 
Scill mov'd againſt chem, and prevented me. 
So that I much ſuſpe& I was betray'd 
By hidden Treach'ry, and ſome envious Baſfi. 


Jo whom in Council | reve:d my Thoughts, 


Cept ſecret Correſpondence with the Foe, 
Ard gave intelli 

Sol, A lucky Gueſſer, 

Pyr. But if your Hi for full Satisfaction 
Demand a more parti Account; 
This Paper will inform you, ſign d by moſt 
Of th' eminent Commanders in the Army, 


In which at large they juttify my Conduct. 
And wipe off all Afpertions 


Mah. "You have indeed giv'n ample Satisfaction, 
And tho? o'ercome, you acquit you if with Honour ; 
My P;rrhus ſtill ceſerves my belt Eſteem, 

Aad claims the higheſt place in my Aﬀ-Qions. 
{Comes from the Throne, and embraces bim. 
Theretue 


[ {fide to Haly. 


{ Preſents a Writing. 


j 
| 
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Therefore let theſe Embraces witneſs for me, 

That I impute this Loſs to no Deſect 

In you; but praiſe your Conduct, and your Valour. 
Continue ſtill t enjoy your Dignity ; 

And be the ſecond Posten in that Eaapire, 

Which with your Sword ſo bravely you defend. 

What tho” our Glory be a while obſcur'd ? 

The cleareſt Day is not without ſome Cloud: 

Our cent ARID what this has loſt ; 

And while the ick Pzrrbus ſhines in Arms, 
Our wide Dominioas ſhall the World o'er-run, 

And my pale Creſcent brighten to a Sun. 


sere Re 2.y2,. 2M) E 


ACT H. SCENE 
SCENE, The Seraglio. 
Enter Haly and Cuproli. 
HALY. 

ID you obſerve with what a thund'ring Tone 
The Royal Boaſter talk'd ? how load b: 

MET cos je 
it the Loſs is 1 ace 

Had added to the Grandeur of his Empire. 

Capr. The Panegyrick of his darling Pyrrhus 
Tranſported him fo far, that he fo 
His ſhameful Overthrow, and look'd as ſtern 
As if his Foe: were all in Battle lain, 
And Buda ſlill were Part of his Dominions. 
Hal. And fo it now had been, had not my Care, 
My vigilant, unweary'd Dili 
Baffled, and undermin'd the Vifter's Conduct. 
For I muſt own (tho? curſing let me ſpeak it) 
A braver Gen'ral never ſhone in Steel; 
And yet his Skill in warlike Diſcipline 
So cools, and qualifies his matchlefs Courage, 
That it ne'er conquers the reftraining Bounds 
Of Reaſon, or rates into Ra : 
Tis no impetuous Sally of the Blood ; 
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But tis the Conſtitution of his Soul, | 


En RT dns Ti 
Cupr your ongae ; 
Mutt you too in his Praiſe turn 
And waſte on fo deteftable a Subject 
Your aukward Rhetorick ? 
Hal. Miſtake me not 
Tho' I do Juftice to his Character. 
| You cannot boaſt a more exalted Hatred 
| A the Viſier's Perſon, than myſelf ; 
have with fuch ity defeated 
His Plots, and render d all his Hopes abortive. 
2 But to what ? fince he's rooted ſtill 
Bar by the Rage that glows within my era. 
n my 
He thall _—_ me thus, tho" now he fhines 
Above us all, Ad trods kt 0 his Bentw ; 
And, while he moves in thatexalted 
Injuriouſiy debars me from my Right ; 
For that high Office by Inference 


by O "#j wy 


Od 


| Is due to me, — and Brother 
| S why ſhould I, 
; My Friend, be thought unworthy of that Honeur 
Which my Great Father. and my Elder Brother 
With ſuch Succeſs have manag'd ? 

Hal. Mahomet, 


— 
To him, ws — Deſert 
Right to that Upſtart, 


a. a oo. th. Abit. oct. rd d.n 4%. .YAyHSypH I bl) Þ od: 2 Zo 4 


Their walk; the Air they breathe in is not wholſom. 
* 
Mer 


In a cold frozen Clime, o'er-ſpread 


Love and Empire. 
Enter Pyrrhus, and the Kiſler Aga, 


Pyr. Ha! Caproli, and Healy / Their Cabals 
Portend no Good to e. 
For I've obſerv'd that thoſe two havghty Courtier:, 
Since my Advancement, have with envious Eyes 
Beheld my Honours ; with z gloomy Look 
They ſcow! upon me, if I chance to meet them. 
Then with a ſliff. unwilling Bow, they pay me 
Surly Reſpect, and ſullenly paſs by. | 
Ki/l. This arrogant Behaviour gives 
Pyr. No more 
T have no Time to waſte on Toys like theſe ; 
The Care of Life and Safety muſt employ 
2 « ——odobgg ent I've Afﬀeairs 
Of ou've already heard 
The Story of my Love, and Musa > Baſeneſs ; 
And ere an Hour is paſt you will receive 
The beauteous Abra from that Monfter's Hand. 
Xi. Already Pye receiv'd that lovely Maid ; 
And ſure ſhe is ſo exquiſitely fram'd, 
That I who many Years have dealt in Beauty, 
And had the faireſt Females from all Parts 
Committed to my Care, ne er yet beheld, 
Mongſt ſuch Variety of Foreign Charms, 
A Virgin half ſo lovely ——She excels 
Een Englif6 Beauties: and eclipfes all 
Thoſe various Nations, who with Pride attend 
Upon the Sultan's Pleaſures. 
Pyr. Ol Sheis all Perfe&ion ; and cho* born 
with Ice 
Snow, (which if compar'd with hers, 
iceneſs) yet her Eyes dart Fire 


* 


Secretly free her from this new Confinement, 
And, 2 reſtore her to my 


Ki propoſe is hazardous and difficult: 
— X 222 "ſcape — 
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Of ſome in the Seraglio ; and be ſure 
I've Spies enough upon me, who for hope 
Of a Reward, will give the Sultan notice 
Of ſuch unfaithful ing —— One I know 
Who has it in her Pow'r t inform againſt me. 
Fer, w Guan the Seen Danna > Cadet, * 

cne who holds the very next Apartment : 
„„ Wy Kage Viſits * 
To chear her Solitude. 

Pyr. O fear not her: 
9 NS Dm cus 
(For her own fake) tC: 233 
Hs Fond Rival hence. 

ſhe might, 

Hall the that euth and Bloom ſhe once enjoy'd : 
But this is one, whoſe antiquated Beauty 
Has loſt the Privilege of the Sultan's Bed ; 
And is beſtow'd upon the Prince his Brother, 
The am'rous Sohm. However, Sir, 
1 ſhall obſerve her Temper ; Gold perhaps 
May bribe her to be filent ; and the reſt 


Time may diſpatch — — — 
Nor are they groundleſs Hopes — I have a Project, 


(At Leiſure you ſhall hear Particulars) 
Which, tho' it cannot now be executed, 
May one Day crown your Loves. 

Pyr. "Till then, my Friend, 
Be & thy Care to keep her from the Sight 
Of Mahomet ; who, as he is o'erwhelm'd 
With Cares, and vex'd at unſucceſsful War, 
Neglects his Loves ; and therefore will forbear 
To claim her of thee, while he's ignorant 
How beautiful a Treaſure he poſſeſſes. 
Mean while my Care ſhall be to fill his Mind 
— — to divert kim 
From am'rous Thoughts The reſt of my i Ang 
I will impart — One Thing 


Let Zaids | fill heve free 4 to 1 
Her Converſation will abate her Melancholy, 
And make the time leſs tedious. 


X. 
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Kiſl. Doubt not, Sir, 
Of my Fidelity, and be aſſur'd | 
Your Cares are mine —— [ Exeunt ſeveral'y, 
Re- enter Haly and Cuproli. 
Hal. Twas greatly thought; but an Attempt ſo daring 
Staggers my Reſolution. 
Cupr, Canſt thou ſcruple? 
T tell thee, Fate is in our Enterprize ; 
I fee it written in th' eternal Volume, 
That Mabomet muſt fall. Your Fears and Doubts 
Will quickly vaniſh, if you but refle& 
On his paſt Reign; which ſtill has been attended 


. With one continued Series of Misfortunes. 


You need not be inform'd that ill Succeſs 
Renders a Sultan odious in the Eyes 

Of th' unrefleting Vulgar, who conclude 
That angry Heav'n will never be aton'd, 
Till they remove him from th* Imperial Seat. 
Our a unexpected | prom 

Before Fienza, whence were repuls d 
After a tedious and expenſive Siege, 

You know incens d the murm' ring Populace, 
And e en the ruling Part of the Divan. 

But the late Loſs of Buda has enrag'd them 
Beyond all Bounds; and now they only want 
Some Perſon of Authority to head them, 
And fire them with the Name of Sohyman 


The next Succeſſor, who will eaſily 


Be 2 into our Plot What think you now * 
Hal Why now | am convinc'd that Mahomet 

Sits looſe upon his Throne: H' has long been tottering, 

And nothing now is 2 but our Help 

To haſten Fate, and finiſh his Deſtruction. 
C:pr. Ves; fince he ſtill protects my mortal Foe, 

He ſhall be thrown from tae Imperial Seat, 

And cruſh that Fav'rite with his dreadſul Ruins. 

Thus I at once ſhall ſatiate my Revenge, 

And glut Ambition: For the next Succeſſor 

I know will do me right; and thou, my Friend, 

Shalt then enjoy the third _u” noe Eagle, = 
hich 
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Which hated Kare [braim now uſurps, 
And thou ſo well deſcrv'it. 

Hal. You over-rate 
My Actions, if you think they can deſerve 
The third Place in the Empire—Tho' at preſent 
I fee no Cauſe why I ſhould not be thought 
is wandhy of os Btndd oo your Gar [Aid 
But what if unaſpiring So/yman, 

Control'd by Checks of Conſcience, ſhould refuſe 
So daring a Propoſal ? He's the Hinge 

On which our Project turns; and ſhould he fail us, 
Our Plots are all unravell'd. 

Cupr. I confeſs 

"Tis in his Pow'r to fruſtrate all our Hopes ; 
Nor can this bold Conſpiracy ſucceed, 
Unleſs that Prince concur to our Deſign. 
For tho” the Soldiers Hearts be alienated 
From Mahomet, yet they will ne'er revolt, 
Jill the next Prince of the Imperial Line 

Appear and urge his Title to the Throne. 

Hal. Then Soma, I fear, will ne er comply 
With our Deſires. 

Cupr. Tis true he wants Ambition, 
And melancholy Blood retards the Springs 
Of his unaQtive Soul; and what is worſe, 
He talks of Virtue, Conſcience, and Religion. 

_ then pkg, — deſigning; 
And T near Acquaintance, 
Have gain d an 2 o'er him. 
By: _ 2 pou we may without Reſtraint, 

the moſt glowing Argumente, to fire 
His Soul with — Thoughts of Fame and Empire. 
Ha ! we have talk d him hither —— 


Enter Solyman. 


Sol. What is the Subject of Debate, my Friends? 
Cupr. Why, Sir, we were conſulting which is better, 
| To ſuffer by the Bow-ftring or the Scymitar. 


For 
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For that we were to die is paſt all Doubt. 
Sol. Your Reaſon * 
Cupr. You know we have arraign'd the Viſier's Conduct 

Before the Sultan; but without Succeſs. 

And fince we have not, as we firſt defign'd, 

Compleated his Deſtruction, tis molt certain 

We have effectually procur'd our own. 

For having openly declar'd our ſelves 

Enemies to that Fav'rite, we have drawn 

Makomet's Hatred on us, who, you know, 

Can never reſt, while any he ſuſpects 

Is maſter of a Head. 
Sol. Then I, it ſeems, 

Am ſubject to like Danger. 
Cupr. True, you are; 

And how you can digeſt ſuch ſcurvy Treatment, 

I know not. I muit own, my Conſtitution 

Abhors it—— Can you periſh like a Slave? 

Think — you are born a Prince Think on that only, 
Hal. Can you be ſtrangled by th' accurs'd Hands 

Of ha Mutes? whoſe Dumbneſs ſpeaks more Horror 
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Shews they are not more dumb, than deaf to Pity. 
Indeed for ſuch Plebeian Souls as ours 
It matters not; but is it fitting, Sir, 
Ist fitting that a Prince born to command 
The World, ſhould ſuffer by th' unhallow'd Hands 
Of ſuch deteſted Villains ? 
Sol. But what means 
Are to be uſed for Safety and Prevention ? 
; C Fo), iq | Mot 
na ſo dangerous, we're oblig 
To path che Bupathlon on, with all 
Our Might, and drive our Treaſons to the Head; 
— can ſecure us now from Pun i ment 
Actions, but atchieving greatc:. 


For our 


Sol. I know not what you driveat. 
Capr. To be plain ; 
. | 927 
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Sol. Ha! 

Hal. Why do you ſtart, my Lord? Tis no new thing 
To ſee a Sultan tumbled from the Throne. 

Sol. PI hear no more of this. 

Cupr. What Pity tis 
That I had not your Birth, or you my Soul! 
A Prince without Ambition! 
O monſtrous Contradiftion ! How it ſounds ! 
For ſhame, Sir, lay aſide theſe groveling Thoughts, 
E.xert your Royalty, and be your ſelf; 
Or I ſhall grow your Rival, and ſuſpect 
That, fince one Night gave Being to us both, 
Our Mothers by Conſent exchang'd their Infants : 
And, tho' I am cheated of my glorious Birth, 
You are the Viſier's Son, I the Prince. 

Hal. I muſt confeſs I thought the Univerſe 
Could not have ſhown a Breaſt fo void of Fire, 
As to reje& with Coldneſs and Diſdain 
The Empire of the World. At ſuch a Proffer 
You ſhould have bounded from the Earth with Tranſport, 
Have thrown your eager Arms about our Necks, 
With ſparkling Eyes, and Cheeks that glow'd Ambition, 
And pray'd for thouſand Bleffings on our Heads. 
Oh how inſenſible, how ſpiritleſs 
1s he, whom all the dazzling Charms of Greatneſs, 
And uncontrol'd Dominicn, cannot move 

dal. My Friends, you are too violent, and miſtake me. 
1 am not of ſo mortify'd a Spirit, 
As to reject the golden Reins of Empire; 
Eut yet I am not ſo in Love with Pow'r, 
As to diſſolve the ſacred Ties of Nature, 
And break thro' all Reſtraint of Law and Conſcience, 
To make my ſelf Lord of the Univerſe, 
No I would ſooner live and die in Silence, 
Untalk'd of by tie World, than gain a Throne 
By tuck illegal Means 

Hal. But ſure your Conſcience muſt be over-nice, 
If you call that Illegal and Unjuſt 
Which Nature has commanded : Self-defen 
Is her firſt Principle Think on your Wrong, 
Conſider vou can never injure him, 


Since 
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Since he's th' unjuſt A . Has he not 
Dabarr'd you from the Pleafures of the Court, 
Conlin'd you to a Guard? and what is worle, 
Has he not thrice attempted on your Life? 
Which had infallibly been ſacriſic'd, 
To ſatiate his unnatural Thirſt of Blood: 
Had not the Sultaneſs with pious Fraud 
Cheated his Crueity. 
Sol. All this I grant; 
But were his Crimes more numerous than they are, 
And he a blacker Devil than ye make him; 
Yet could I neꝰ er conſent to urge his Fate, 
Nor mount that Throne from which my Brother ſell 
By lawleſs Violence As for your Lives 
I know he dares not think a Thought againſt them: 
For in this doubtful Poſture of Affairs, 
His Int'reſt is to ſooth the Populace, 
uy by our Deaths wn; * = 
ä r. Suppoſe your Li , which yet I queſtion, 
Fd — die the — abhorr'd of Deaths, 
Than live as you do. Princes of the Blood, 
And Brothers to the Sultan ? His Slavesrather ; 
Forc'd to comply with all his Savage Humours, 
Abridg'd of Pleaſure, and of Liberty. 
For ſhou'd you dare to caft an am'rous Glance 
On one of thole innumerable Beauties, 
Whom his unbounded Luxury ; 
Your Head muſt pay the Forfeit of your Eyes. 
Tis true; when they grow ſtale and antiquated, 
To you his Generoſity reſigns them. 
He riotouſly enjoys their Youth and Bloom, 
Ihen leaves their Age and Uglineſs to you: 
Himſelf he feaſts, but lightly puts you off 
\Vith the vile Scraps and Leavings of his Luſt. 
Sol. I pr ythee, Friend, no more. 
Cupr. Yes, Sir, I've done. 
Naw you may go, impeach us to the Sultan, 
. For you, I find, are rank'd his Creatures) 
And take our Lives, for faucily endeav'ring 
lo make you happy; and we'll die, my Friend, [To Hal. 
Without repining at our Deſtiny ; 
Pining B3 81 
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| Yo — 9 42 juſt Su'pi 
8 me wrong un icions; 
My Frinndidip 6 yeobath is fem as ever : 4 
Nor ſhall my Aid be wanting to aſſiſt 
Your Plots againſt the Vifter, and advance you 
To thoſe gh Honours which your Merits claim. 
But for my s Fate——no more of that: 
My Friends, let me intreat you to retire, 
And leave me to my elf. 
Hal. We go; in hopes that when we meet again, 
Your Refolution will not be ſo ſtron 
kes. Hal. and Cupr. 


Againſt your Int'reſt. 
Solyman Vt. 


No ; I am not in haſte to hold 2 
Of this unmanageable Governmen 
Oppreſs d by its own Wei — by i its Greatneſs, 
"Tis true; where ours, Ii — — Monarchies, 
Founded on wholſom Laws, ſupported by them, 
Aided by Senates ; or did King and People 
Think it their Int'reft to aſſiſt each other; 
Tb O:::men Throne would then be worth Ambition. 
But what, alas ! is Arbitrary Rule? 


He's far the greater, and happier Monarch, 
Whoſe Pow'r is bounded by coercive Laws ; 
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Wich jection E ſurveys 

And keeps the Youth of his Seraglio from me : | 
Which would indeed be inſupportable, 

Did not my truſty Confident Marama 

By ftealth convey to my Arms 

Some of his choiceſt Beauties ; by her Wit 


cheat the Sultan, and enjoy thoſe Pleaſures 
Which vainly he imagines all his own, 


And quite debarr'd from all the World beſide. 
Enter Marama. 


N 
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But are my Charms of ſuch attractive Force 

As to extort that paſſionate Expreſſion ? 

If o; if I deſerve fo foft a Title, 

Why are you not content with my Embraces, 

Which Mabamet allows you? No—— I'm old; 
2 Beauty is laid by, 

| Scorn'd and deſpis d: Thoſe kind endearing Words 
Are not beſtow'd upon me for my fake ; 

But for their ſakes, whom I by various Arts 
Perſuade to make you happy ; ſo that now 
gain your Love by other Womens Charms, 
And only pleaſe by Proxy. 

Sol. No, Thou'rt all amiable ; ſuch ſprightly Wit, 
Such Depth of Thought, fo fertile an Invention 
Shall ever claim the Love of all our Sex, 

And Wonder of thy own. 

Mar. Well, {lighted as I am, I yet am true, 
And give ſuch Proofs of my Fidelity 
As — KX 7 pn 
Nar ever will again, while I employ 
My Female Cunning; plot, and rack my Brain, 
To bring my happy Rivals to your Arms. 

This very Hour have I been lab'ring for you: 
Height'ning your Character, and kindling Love 
In the moit Charming Maid I ever faw. 
With whom, though now ſhe be but juſt arriv'd, 
by the Ki/er's pohitive Command, 
And my familiar manner of Addreſs, 
Already have contracted ſome Acquaintance. 
The Lier (for what Reaſon is a Secret) 
Seems not in haſte to ſhew her to the Sultan ; 
And ſhe, as if not conſcious of her Beauty, 
Is not ambitious to before him. 
"Theſe Circumſtances favour my Defign ; 
Which you muſt now engage in: I've contrix d 
A way to guide you into her Apartment ; 
Where you may figh and languiſh at her Fect, 
T” expreſs a Paſſion which the Sight of her 
Auſt needs inſpire you with. 

Sol. O my Marama, 
Lead me this Moment, lead me to that Place 
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Where I may fee this Maſter-piece of Nature; 

And then continue to aſſiſt my Love. 

And perfect what thou haſt ſo well begun. 
Dethrone my Brother? No; there's ro Temptation: 


never envy d him the Toils of State; * 
Now e'en in Love I'm happier far than he. 

For tho' he riots *midit a thouſand Beauties, 

He wants the Lover's greateſt Happineſs. 

He his fair Slaves commands, and to his Arms 

They ftraight reſign their unreſi ting Charms; 

Bat | my various Arts, and Plots prepare, 

And court at diſtance the refuſing Fair; 

Wile I from Hope a filent Joy conceive, 

And een my Fears a doubtful Pleaſure give: 

Till ſhe ſubmits to Love's reſiſtleſs Laws, 

And cures the Sickneſs which her ſelfdid cauſe. ¶ Excunt. 


CT SCH E L 
SCEN E Abra's Apartment. 
Enter Abra and Zaida. 


ABRA. 
nE Loſs of Liberty to all Mankind 


Is moſt nn; 2020s my gay Sex, 
And ſprig hely , tis upportab e, 

i And yet this cloſe Confinement pains me le: 
'Than Separation from my much-lov'd Lord: 
Were I with him in narrower Bounds . 
Impriſonment it ſelf would pleaſe : but ſince 

His charming Converſation is deny d me; 
J. like the melancholy Nightingale, 

Shut in a Cage, and widow'd from her Lover, 

Should languith, droop, and pine my iclt to Death; 
If thou, my Zaida, faithful to my Suff rings, 
Wert not admitted to me, to partalce 


My 
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My Miſeries, and mingle Sorrow with me. 
Zaid. Believe me, Madam, tis with great Concern 
I view your Tears ; I cannotſee you thus: 
Let me intreat you, dry your beauteous Eyes; 
Diipel thoſe Clouds, and wear a chearful Air, 
Or 1 muſt call Marama to divert you. 
r. Why would'ſt thou vex me more with the re- 
membrance 
Of that eternal Talker? She divert me 
No; tho? I ſmooth'd my Looks, while ſhe was by, 
And ſmiling ſeem'd to liſten to her Tattle, 
So to prevent Suſpicion of my Love ; 
Yet know with Pain and Torture I endur's 
The Perſecution of her mercileſs Tongue. 
For nothing is more tedious to a Wretch 
O'erwhelm'd with Miſery, than to diſſemble 
His Grief, and be deny'd to give it vent; 
And none are more impatient of Impertinence 
Than the Afflicted How did ſhe torment 
My ſuff ring Ears with ill · tim'd, idle Mirth ? 
With fulſom Praiſes of the Prince's Beauty, 
And with more nauſeous Flattery of my own ! 
Why what's the Prince to me! Suppole his Sha pe 
Be well-proportion'd, and his Air ſo charming; 
Yet why muſt I be teia d with ſuch Deſcriptions ? 
wy I wiſh that Part of her Diſcourſe 
ere ſo impertinent as you imagine. 
Abr. What means my Zaida by thoſe doubtful Words ? 
Zaid. With Reaſon I ſuſpect twas not for nothing 
That ſhe appear d fo zealous in his Praiſe. 4 
| tear ſhe has ſome deep Deſign on foot, 
Which may occaſion more Uneaſineſs 
To you — But ſee, ſhe has exvlain'd her Meaning. 


Enter Solymon and Marama. 


Ar. Confufion, and Surprize ! Some Pow'r protect me. 
[Solyman comes forward and throws him/elf at ber 
Feet. 
Mar. I ſee ſhe's fir'd ; from her upbraiding Looks 
She darts Reproof, and chides me with her Eyes. 


Bg Sal 
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It yet | lire for I have drank fo 
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Sol. See, Madam, at Feet a proſtrate Prince, 
Who led by your fam'd hither comes 
(Tho' with apparent Hazard of his Life) 

To offer you his Vows 3 

And melt you into Love, or die before you. 


Woman ! 


Mar. Peace, Fool —Thy Miſtreſs knows not her 


own Int'reſt, 

If with affected Coyneſs ſhe refuſe him. 

Sol. You ſeem diſorder d, Madam; and I fear 
I am the unhappy Cauſe of your Diſquiet. 
1 am preſumptuous, and too rudely 
Upon your Privacy—— But oh! your Charms 
Have taken ample Vengeance on my Folly, 
By cauſing more Confution in my Soul, 
Than my intruding Boldneſs can in yours. 
What, not a Look ? O turn your beauteous Eyes, 
And with another Glance confirm me dead, 


Of Love, that it has o'erwhelm'd 

Aly Reaſon, rais'd a Tempeſt in my Breaft 

Which racks my Soul: but oh the mighty Pleaſure 

Rites in juſt Proportien to the Torment, 

And had you pain d me leſs, you leſs had pleas'd me. 
Zaid. I fee Reſentment kindling in her Looks; 

As her Surprize abates, her Anger rites, 


Confuſion, Sir ; 
And think perhaps that one whom her Misfortunes 
Have made a Slave, will readily comply 
With your firſt Offer, and is fit for nothi 
But to 1 the Object of Aﬀeronts. 
But, Prince, I muſt inform 

Sal. O forbear ; 8 
Forbear, fair Excellence, to ſtab me through 
With ſuch unkind Exprefions—— You a Slave? 
"Tis my Ambition, Madam, to be yours, 
But all in vain ; for ſtill you are diſpleas'd. 
But even your Anger charms, and you appear 
Awfally fair, — lovely in your Frowus. 


Not 


Zaid. Is this well done, Marana ? ——T reach'rous 
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Not our Prophet's ſelf enjoys ſuch Beauty 
In the delicious Groves of Paradiſe, 
When on ſweet Beds of Flow'rs ——— 
Abr. If any thing 
Can poſſibly be more offenſive to me 
Than Flattery, tis Profaneneſs. —? 
as ſharp Reproof ! pronounc'd with ſuch an 


ccent, 
And with a Look ſo charmingly ſevere ! 
Relentleſs Fates! Ah! why am I condemn'd 
T offend the only Perſon in the World 
Whom I deſire to pleaſe ? Is' t poſſible 
That any Wretch can be more curs'd than I ? 
When ev'ry Word you ſpeak inflames my Love, 
Yet adds to my Deſpair. 

Abr. Fly, Sir ; be gone, 

While yet you're fafe ; your Brother will be here, 
And certain Death, you know 's the Conſequence. 
1 Sad. And certain Death is welcome ; let it come 
n the moſt gaſtly Shape it can put on; 
Vet your Dikdain will fill me with more Horror, 
Than all its Fur Terrors. Since my Love, 
My ſpotleſs Love offends you—— Take my Head ; 
Let me intreat you, Madam, facrifice it 
To my inexorable Brother's — : 
Your Love's my firſt Defire, Death my ſecond, 
This Favour ſure you readily will grant; 
Such Pity the diſpleas'd, the cruel A 
Will not deny ev'n to her greateſt Foe, 
The curs'd, the ſcorn'd, the hated Soma. 
Abr. I am not, Sir, defirous of Revenge; 
And therefore pardon you on theſe Conditions, 
'That you withdraw, ſuppreſs this hopeleſs Love, 
And leave me to enjoy that Converfation 
Which better ſuits my Sex and Circumſtances. 

Sol. Tho' dying Miſers with far leis Regret 
Forſake their Lands, and Bags of hoarded Gold; 
Yet, Madam, e' en in this I will obey you: 

And leave you now, that I may not be bani{h'd 
For ever from your Preience 


But when ['m parted from you, Think, O Think 
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The Image of your Charms is ſtill before me 7 
— when l ſleep, (if any Sleep REES 

y ing Eye-lids) then my buſy Fancy 
— 1 in Dream your lov'd Idea. 
And then reflect what Pangs I muſt endure, 
What melancholy Days, and reſtleſs Nights, 
W ken I confider your relentleſs Heart, 
Ard my own loſt Condition Think on this, 
And then let Pity plead in my Behalf. 
And you, kind Fair, (for in your Looks I trace 


[To Zaid. 
Goodneſs, and ſoft Compaſſion) intercede 
With your inexorable Miſtreſs for me. 
Pe you my Advocate; exert your Int'reſt 
In a diſtreſs'd, a dying Lover's Cauſe. 
And once more, Madam, ere I go, I beg you [To Abr. 
Remember, in your Hands my Fate is lodg'd ; 
From you a Curſe or Bleffing I derive, 
Die when you frown, but with your Smiles revive. 
[Ex. with Mar. 
Ar. My Smiles ! vain Man! He ſeem d to mock my 


Sufferings ; 
For who e'er heard of ſmiling Miſery ? 
Alas! my Zaida, what a World of Woe 
Had Fate in Store, what mighty Funds of Sorrow 
T” increaſe the preſſing Weight of my Misfortunes ! 
For oh ! I fear the diſmal C uence 
Of this fond Prince's Pathon—— Haſte, my Zaida, 


Find out my Lord, and give him timely Notice 
Of what has happen d [Exit Zaid. 
How great is the Miſtake of our vain Sex, 


Who think the Number of their fond Admirers 
Alone can make em happy! She indeed 
— — — by Love his Pow'r defies, 
with delight her numerous Conqueſts prize : 
And view with careleſs Air the Triumphs of her Eyes. 
But when thoſe am' rous Pains our Breaſts divide; 
We find, in ſpite of our ſantaſtick Pride, 
We ſhould more true and laſting Pleaſure prove, 
Were we belov'd by none, but thoſe we love. 
[Scene ſhuts. 
Enter 
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Enter Haly and Cuproli. 


Hal. The Prince in Love, you lad you in- 

form'd me 
That he's grown fond of Empire, ud told 
A Secret worth the heari hut what Uſe 
Do you intend to make of this Dii!cov'ry ? 

Cupr. Be patient then, and in e Words Ill tell you. 

Not half an Hour ago I met the Prince ; N 
Who, tho' he ſeem'd impatient of Delay, 

And eager to be gone, abruptly tol4 me 

He was engag' d in an Aff ir of Cove: 

And juſt then going with his Spy Marama 

To the Apartment of a beauteous Virgin, 

Who came this Day to the Seraglio. 

But that which makes direQaly for my Purpoſe, 
And which 1 ground my Project on, is this: 

And yet the Sultan has not ſeen this Beauty : 

Nor is the K:/fer forward to preſent her, 

Nor ſhe to be preſented. Solyman 

On this builds all his Hopes. — If he ſucceed, 
And without Difficulty gain his Miſtreſs, 

He never will be worlc'd into our Plot. 

Wherefore our Care muſt be t” inform the Sultan 
Of this new Beauty; Mabomet has a Heart 

As ſoft to Love's Impreſſions as his Brother, 

Then when the longing Prince perceives his Hopes 
Defeated, and his Miſtreſs raviſh'd from him 

By that all-pow'rful Rival, he will need 

No more Perſuafions to dethrone his Brother; 
Since that's the only M-rthod he can take 

To make him happy, in the full Enjoyment 

Of what he ſo impatiently deres. 

Hal. Auſpicious Plot Sure Miſchief never thrives 
Without the Help of Won in. — But which way 
Shall we diſcover this irpoct ut Secret 
To Mahomet ? 

Cupr. For that depend on me. 

J have a Female Creature in the Court; 
Her Ill inſtruct to hint it to his Far, 
And fire his Iealouſj—— lia ! ace again ? 
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Enter Pyrrhus, the Kiſler Aga, and Zaida. 


New Interruption from that hateful Pair ? 
Away, retire, we muſt not be obſerv'd. 
[Exit Hal. and Cupr. 

Pyr. Curs'd Accident! Sure ſome malignant Planet, 

Which long has ſpar'd me, now of late begins 8 

To ſhed on me its baleful Influence. 

A Rival !——T his of all my — 

Comes leaſt expected ; with vain flattꝰ ring 

I comforted my ſelf, that her Confinement, 

However grievous to me, would at leaſt 

Secure me from the Danger of a Rival. 

But now I am deny'd the wretched — 

Which e' en from my Misfortunes I enjoy d. 

But tell me, Zaida, has my Love receiv d 

The Letter which I ſent her ? "Twill perhaps 

Be ſome Refreſhment to her troubled Soul 

To read thoſe Lines, and bathe them with her Tears. 
Zaid. Before I left her, no ſuch Letter came 

To her Apartment. | 
XI. I deliver'd it 

To one of my attending truſty Slaves ; 

With ftrict Command to give it none, but her. 
Pyr. Burt fee, th' injurious Robber of my Reſt 
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Appears 
Enter Solyman mufing. 
X,. The Prince! Pray good my Lord, retire ; 
He muſt not ſee us too in Conſultation. [ Exeunt, 


Sol. Do l yet live ? Or has Love's wond'rous force 
Transform'd me toa Ghoſt ? My frighted Friends 
Will fly meſcon, and ſhun my lonely Walks. 

O were that all, I might be happy {till ! 
But ſhe whom moſt I to 0 
She, ſhe will fly me, hate me, ſcorn me, loath me: 
She will. —— She has, ſhe does ; tis not likely 

That ſhe who now rejects me with Diſdain, 

Should tall in Love with my Deformity, 

My meagre Looks, and more than dying Paleneſs. 
Tho' dis but juſt ſhe ſhould with Pity view me, 


Siace 
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ö he 
From her all- ring Beauty ; tis but j 

She ſhould at laſt DEA, cud whd hes Love 
Repair the Ruins which her Scorn has made. 


Euter Marama. 6 


Mer. Alone, my Lord? You Lovers are ſo thoughtful-- 
Sol. O my Marama ! do not mock my Miſeries ; 
I ſwear tis now no time for trifling with me; 
I have no middle Fate, but now muſt be 
Moſt wretched, or moſt happy. 
Mar. Happy, Sir ; 
For if my Genius, which ne'er faild you yet, 
Deceive me not at laſt, the ſcornful Fair 
Shall yer be yours. 
Sol. I doubt it, dear Marama——— 
Such keen Reflexions, ſuch reſentful Looks, 
Such fix'd Reſolves, ſhew more of Hate than Coyneſs, 
Canſt thou not gueſs the Cauſe of her Severity? 
Mar. I can. 
Sol. O ſpeak ! 
Mar. This Paper will ſpeak for me. [Giving @ Letter. 
Sol. What's here? Diſtraction !--- To his Faithful Abra-- 
Ha! Abjence——PFows —— Fidelity For Souls —— 
Know no Confinement——O the racking Torture !—— 
Wondrous familiar! But no Name fubicrib'g—— 
How came you by this Paper ? 
Mar. I met a Slave poſting tow'rds her Apartment, 
Whom I ſuſpecting, ftopp'd ; and telling him 
] was her Friend and intimate Acquaintance, 
And juſt then going to her, with ſmooth Words 
Perſuaded nim Cintruſt me with his Letter; 
With Promiſe to deliver it that Minute. 
At firſt he tcrupled ; — but at length remembring 
That he had ſeen me with her, flip'd the Paper 
Into my Hand, and in a moment vaniſh'd, 
Sel. Know you not whence it came? 
Mar. The Slave was gone 
Ere I could ask the Quettion, 
Sol. Curſe on his Halte. 
May all — 


No 
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But I'll not waſte my Curſes on a Slave; 
No——They ſhall all be carefully reſerved 
For this deteſted Rival W hoe'er he be, 
For ever blaſted be the Hand that wrote, 
The Heart that dictated theſe fond Expreſſions, 
ay — ſeem to ſmile ”=_ _ Wiſhes ; 

at w re juſt upon the Brink of Happineſs, 
Secure of — and. may ſhe then 
Sever their Loves, and tear them from each other, 
As thus —— [ About to tear the Letter, 

Aar. Hold, Sir—— What would your Fury do ? 
This 1 muſt be carefully preſerv d: 
Some of your Friends may by the Character 
Diſcover him who ſent it. 
Sel. I thank thy Caution: Rage and Jealouſy 
Had almoſt turn'd my Brain O to compleat 
The direful Curſes which I would denounce 
Againſt that Foe who robs me of my Quiet; 
Mav he be be fatisfy'd he has a Rival, 
And never know the Perſon ; ſo that he 
May feel the Pangs and Throes which I endure ; 
And be as exquiſite a Wretch, as he 
Who makes him to 
Enter Cuproli. ” 


Op My Lord, I came to find you. 
Sel. Why then thou cam'ſ to find as a Madman 
As ever rav d in Chains Know you this ? 
Cupr. Perfectly as my own ; it is the Viſier's. 
Too well I know that hated Character, 
Which ſign'd me my Commiſſion ; which, if Merit 
Had been reſpected, that aſpiring Fav'rite 
Would have receiv'd from me, not I from him. 
Sol. The Viſier? ha! the Vifier ? O my Caproli, 
Thy Hate againſt him, if com 


id as Children's undefig onefragy 
I; mild as Children's mng Friendſhip. 
In Glory he's thy Rival, mine ny ; F 
Thee he debars from Greatneſs, me from Happineſs , 
Which nothing but his Blood can e' er atone for. 

Capr. Now you're indeed a Prince: Tis Royal Acger, 
Be: | hreats do nothing - 
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Sol. Nor ſhall my Vengeance terminate in Threats: 
You know I am not us'd to menace thus, 
And therefore may believe I am in earneſt. 
Mar. My Company at preſent may be ſpared ; 
I will withdraw, and ſeek ſome other Place, 
Where I may do more Service [ Exit. 

Cupr. I do believe you; in your Looks appears 
Noble Reſentment, and you now reſolve 
(I read it in your Eyes) to fill the Throne, 

And bleſs your longing People with your Reign. 

Sol. O torture not my Bra'n with curs'd Ambition; 
To which I always was averſ.: ; but now 
Much more than ever, fince my lab'ring Soul 
Is wholly taken up with Thoughts of Love. 

Cupr. Why "tis your Love that I deſign to ſurther ; 
The Viſier ſtands betwixt your Hopes and you: | 
Nor can you ever hurt a Hair of his, 

While As is able to protect him. 

Sol. So you have often ſaid. 

Cupr. And 'tis too true. : 
Wherefore you either muſt contentedly 
F _ your Miſtreſs, or dethrone your Brother. | 

Sol. Why ſhould he ſuffer for the Viſier's Fault? | 
My Brother's not my Riva 
He ere this) ales my T 

e 15S ere TRIS, un | 
Has plaid — went 2 Hide | 

Sol Retire, my worthy Fricnd ; | 
Give me a Moment's Thought, ard I will follow, . 
And then impart my final Reſolution. b 
A | 


3 

For if my Arguments prove ineffeftual, 
My Project cannot fail; it matters not 
'Tho' I want Rhet'rick, ſince my 8 
Will amply make Amends for that Defect. [ Exit. 

Sol. Forego my Love? No ſooner ſhall the Frame 
Of Nature be unravel'd——yet my Soul 
Shrinks at the Horror of my Brother's Fate ; 


r 


And ' tis my firſt Endeavour to complete 
My Happineſs without diſturbing his: 


6% Res. 
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But if it be decreed that either he 

Muſt quit his Throne, or I that charming Maid, 
My Choice is made; it will be leſs unnat ral 

To break the Tie of Kindred than of Love. 


Enter the Killer Aga. 


But fee here comes the Meſſenger of Death. 
I fear I am 1 8 
XI. M „ your Ear; 
Can you — gueſs my Bus neſs? 
Sal. Gueſſing, Sir, 
Is not my Talent; pray explain your ſelf, 
And I may apbrehend. 
Kifl. I hear of late 
You are grown the Sultan's Rival in his Pleaſures, 
Sol. Spare your Preambles, and without more Preface 
Speak your Thoughts boldly, ſay in ſhort you came 
10 give me notice of a ing Death. 
Ki. Your Fears are : True, I know your 


Fault, 
Lord, upbraid you for your Raſhneſs ; 
er 
my er i 

Sol. Ha 92 

XA. Nay more ; I came to proffer you my Service; 
And am ſo far from enterpriſing ought 
Againſt your Life, that I will my own 
To make you happy. 

Sal. You have to o'erpower'd me 
hy y_ Kindneſs, that my T 

s mute, peech too ſcanty to expre 

My inward Gratitude I cannot thank you. 
Kii. Nor ought you pay your Thanks till I deſerve 


| em, 
Which I ere long will do; for if my Int'reſt 
In the Seraglio be worth ing, 
You may command it: She for whom you ſigh, 
She ſhall be yours ; and fure that lovely Maid 
As much excels the Sultan's other Beauties, 
As you the Sultan. 

Sol. I can hold no longer; 


[ Hugs him, 

Ki. Reſerve your Rapears for your Miftrets's Ear, 

W hoſe Beauty for your fake I will conceal] 

From Mahomet ; mean-while we may have leiſure 

For Conſultation, and contrive the Means 

To bring her to your Arme Your noble Carriage, 

And more than Qualities, command 

The Service and Reſpect of all that know you. 

Therefore if any Obſtacle there be 

Which may be cial to your Love. 

Tell it me, Sir, that I with timely care 

May labour to remove it. 
Sol. There is a dreadful one ; 

The Viher is my — 4 
Xi. This . 

The Viſier? — you have been miſ-inform'd. * 
Sal. This Letzer will convince you, which juſt ncw 

I interce 
Kiſl. Give it me, my Lord; [Sol. gives the Letter, 

That I with this may prove his bold Preſumption, 

And to his Face confront him. Doubt not, Sir, 

But I with Threats ſhall force him to deſiſt. 


Enter Pyrrhus bebind. 


Sol. Now, Mabamet, thou art again fecure; 
I ſhall not need thy Pow'r. [Aids. 
Pyr. What do I ſee ? a 
My Friend in Conſultation with my Rival ? 
Sol. Words cannot utter 
Yorke chis Mi liv'd an A of F 
ou have this Minute liv'd an of Friendſhip ; 
24 — your Kindneſs. 
arewel——a — 2 py 
As you would . [ Exit. 
Xii. That's very Ha! here, my Lord? 
ou come in time 
Pyr. To witneſs to your Falſhood. 
Could I have thought 1 3 
T' upbraid your Breach of Faith ? 


Kip. 


44 ABRaAa-MurLs: Or, 


AA. Nor have you now. 

Pyr. Why do you ſhift the Accuſation from you? 
Are you not falſe ? 

A; I am, but not to you. 

No, Sir.! could not give a better Proof 

Of my unviolated Fidelity, , 
Than by this ſeeming Falſhood——to you ſeeming, 
But real to the Prince. For by the help 

Of chis pretended Kindneſs I've recover'd 

Your Letter, and diſarm'd him of the Pow'r 

Todo you Miſchief [ Gives bim the Letter. 

Pyr. I apprehend, and muſt with Shame applaud 
Thy Wit, and bleſs thy unexampled Friendſhip. 

Xi. But what's yet more; I have by this remov d 
All that could make your Rival formidable. 

Now I have laid his ſealouſy aſleep, 

Which otherwiſe might have prov d fatal to us. 

And now perſuaded of my Zeal to ſerve him, 

Whate'er I do for you, he will applaud 

— — ; and I ſhall have his Thanks 
or carrying on your Int'reft ; nay yet more, 

He will be wholly guided by my Counſel, 

And move as I direct him: Nay perhaps 

His and Marama's Cunning may be uſeful 

To further our Deſign, and you promote 

Your Int'reſt by th' Aſũſtance of your Rival. 

Pyr. That ever I ſhould once ſuch Truth. 
Such wond'rous Friendſhip ! but thy Plot was w 
Joo tine for my dull Sight: Cank thou forgive me 

XV. My Lord, I cannot blame you; 

If, when you heard and ſaw what paſs'd between us, 
Your Opinion of my Truth was ſtagger'd, 

Fre you knew all. But come, no more of this. 
Lroop not, brave Sir; Fortune is yet your own. 
And all theſe Difficulties will ere long 

Shed kinder Influence, inhance your Joys, 

And only ſerve t improve your Happinet:. 

Pyr. O] Blefiings on thee, whole reviving Wortes 
Have rais'd me from the Depth of black Delpair ; 
And once more giv'n me the delightful Profpect 
Of my approaching Blus,— And now methinks 
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The Clouds of our Misfortunes break away; 

And, ſpite of all the Dangers whici have threaten'd, 
My Genius whiſpers I thall yet be happy. 

And ſtill the more I think, my Hopes riſe higher; 
The lovely Creature's mine; | have her here; 

For ever mine — 0 Blefling inexprefſivle ! 

The bare Reverſion of which is better 

Than the Poſſeſſion of all other Pleaſures ——— 


Enter Mahomet attended. 


Mah. Where is that ſaucy Slave, that dares controul 
My Pleaſures, and infringe my beſt Prerogative ? 
Ha ! Villain, have I found thee ? Tell me quickly 
How dic thou dare to keep the charming Abra, 
That Miracle of Beauty, from my Sight? 
XA. Diſcover'd ! This anlook*d-tor Accident 
Has io amaz'd me, that I'm Thunder-ftruck, 
And know not what to anſwer. 
Mah, What, ſpeechleſs ? 
_ : matt 7 — your — has much 
rpriz'd me by this unexpected ion. 
She whom you ſpeak of is this Day arriv'd : 
And therefore not yet fit i' appear before you, 
And ſhew her Beauty at the beit Advantage 
Nor did I ever yet receive Command 
To bring your charming Slaves to your Embraces 
Juſt at their firſt Arrival. 
Mah. But I hear 
This is a Beauty of ſuch uncommon Excellence, 
'That none who ever ſhone within my Court 
Could match herdazzling Brightneſs ; and if fo, 
Thou ſhouldit have brou zht me the tranſporting News 
Of her Arrival, with as great Impati 
As if th” inferior Monarchs of the World 
Were all unanimouſly come, to lay 
Their Sceptres at my Footſtool, and reſign 
The yet unconquer'd Globe. | 
Pyr. O give me Patience. Lide. 
LA. Moit mighty Emperor —— 
Mah. Peace, -& Slave ; 
I have not time to hear thy dull Excuſes ; 


Le. 
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i y ing Maid 
Into the — Grons near the Palace ; 
Or by my Hopes and bailing Expeaaticn * 
m ing Ex 
Thy Lite ſhall anfwer it. K 
Pyr. Dread Sir, I hear 
The Fury of the murm' ring Populace 
Is ris'n ſo high, that they begin to threaten 
Your ſacred Life, and the ſeditious Soldiers 
Talk of revolting. 
Mah. Moſt audacious Traitors ! —— 
Be it your Care to quell their Mutiny : 
They ſhall not rob me of a Moment's Pleaſure. 
No — firſt ll go where Love and Beauty call me; 
'Then put on Majeſty, and be all Monarch ; 
Awe the preſumptuous Rebels with my Frowns, 
And look them into Duty — As they ſay 
That celebrated King, the mighty Fove, 5 


Fatigu'd with Empire left his Throne Above; 
And for a while enjoy'd the Sweets of Love. 
Then tow'ring high to his ſublime Abode, 
Shook Earth and Seas with his Imperial Nod, 
Return'd to Thund'ring, and reſum'd the God. [ Exit. 
Pyr. Sure 'twas a Dream, and my deluding Fancy 
Has ſcar'd me with a Vifion——Say, my Friend, 
Am I awake ? and was the Sultan here? 
M. Alas! he was 
Pyr. Then all, it ſeems, was real, 
And I'm the very Wretch that Fate deſign'd. 
No——'Tis impoſſible It cannot be 
Why, but a Moment fince I was moſt happy, 
Secure of future Ills. — O! no — I was not—— 
Then, then I dream'd ; and fed on Airy 
Which my own flatt'ring Wiſhes form'd———but now 
Fortune has rous'd me from that pleafing Sleep, 
To make me feel, and throughly underſtand 
Subſtantial Mis'ry ———-Bur I'll not complain; 
Children and Cowards rail at their Misfortune 
I will curb in my Grief, and in my Breaſt 
Confine the ſtruggling Paſſion ; till my Veins 
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Are burſt, and from my Eyes the guſhing Blood 
Hee INIT INS. 
Hor leide Tem was 7 uſt as your Hopes 
Were elevated to the higheſt 
And bore you to the Clouds ; they ſtraight retreated, 
And left you to Deſpair. 

Pyr. Ay, there's the Torment. 
So I have heard with equal ſuddenneſs 
Ebbing prodigiouſly the Sea withdrew, 
And quite d s left the ſcaly Race. 
The Dolphins which ere-while with wanton Pride 
Spread their broad Fins, and laſh'd the foaming Tide ; 
Vainly eſſay to ſuck the faithleſs Flood 
With heaving Gills, and tumbled in the Mud. 
And Whales which with their Trunks the Stars could 

reach, 

Now flounc'd and panted on the ſlimy Beach. 
So have my Hopes, whoſe — ran Oer, 
And to the Skies my tow ring Wiſhes bore ; 
Retir d, and left me gaſping on the Shore. [ Exeznt. 


mme DrraEUle 


reden 
SCENE A Pliaſant Grotto. 


Eater Solyman. 
SOLYMAN. 


?HITHER will Love and furious Jealouſy 
| Hurry my Reſolution ? Certain Death 
N c 
Or the leaſt Murmur of my Breath betray me ; 

Yet here Ill hide my ſelf, and here unſeen | 

Obſerve, and liſten to the Sultan's Courtſhip ; 

And ſee how he can move that cruel Beauty. 


Vain 
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Vain hopes His Pow'r will force what ſhe denies. 

And yet, my Friend the K:;/er's Project cheats me, 

Who promiles to bring her to the Sultan 

With hx more Virgins, who for Youth and Beauty 

May challeng: all but her; them he adorns 

Wich all th Embelliſhments that Art can give, 

That Mahomet by ſuch Variety 

Of Objects may be puzzled in his Choice ; 

And all to help my Love—— Hark! They approach. 
[ Retires. 


Enter the Kiſler Aga wich Abra. 


X. Compoſe yourſelf, dear Madam, dry your Eyes, 
ad your Looks ; your Grief muſt 2 
Should you appear in Tears before the Sultan, 

You would inſpire him with a jealous 
Which may perhaps prove fatal to us all. 

Abr. I'll do my beit Endeavour, tho' I fear 

My Sorrows are too great to be diſſembled. 


Enter Eunuchs with Six Women of the Seraglio : The Kiſ- 
ler places them with Abra. Then enter Mabomet, and 
feats himpelf. 

A Symphony of ſoſt Muſick ; after which this Song. 

Atpy Monarch, who with Beauty 

Tireſome Cares of State beguiles ; 
Whoſe Fair Subjects pay their Duty 
In conſenting Looks and Smiles: 
Who from the noiſy Battie comes, Drums ; 

From the ferill Trumpets's Clangor, and the thund' ring 

With Love's ſeft Accents to compoſe 
His Pa ruffled by his Foes. 

And happy She, whoſe Eyes can dart 
A killing Shaft to reach his Heart: 

For ſure more Glory can no Female have, 

Than She whoſe Charms this Congu'ror can enflave : 

Who the Warid"s Lord her fighing Captive views, 

| And in their mighty Monarch all Mankind ſubdues. 


[ After a Song, the Sultan riſes. and fing le: out Abra: 
Eunuchs go eff with the re of the Wamen : ihe 
Kiſler retires to @ Corner of the Stage. 5 

Lab. 
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Mab. 2 Fair One, that your down · caſt 


peak you uneaſy, and diflatisfy'd 
Wich that high Honour, which claims, 
And which my Love confers? me, 

Not one of thoſe, whom for your Gke I fighted, 
Would with Indiff rence have receiv'd my Paſſion : 
Exceſs of Joy would raiſe their florid Charms ; | 


S 
The leſs tranſ 1 
My want of ade wy Pride 3 
— — 
Thoſe Honours, which I never can deſerve. 
Mah. Or rather conſcious of your matchleſs Worth, 
You rate your Beauty at ſo high a Value, 
That NN your wang Came, 
it. 


Is 

Abr. Sir —— 

Mab. Or elſe in Pity to you Caen Ifenrch 
N dent 7 leſt —5 
The your Eyes; on ; 
Its Force 2 — 2 
— you pleaſe and — 


Of little 2 ears ; this very Hour 
You ſhall be happy in * Arms. * 
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Of Human Actions Therefore talk no more 
Of that—- —But, as thou ſay'ft, I will be calm; 
. „ He 1 

y great Misfortunes—— But proceed, my Friend, 
And tell the Circumftances of my Fate. 4 

LA. I have not leiſure now; I muſt be gone 
With ſpeed to execute the Sultan's Orders ; 
But as we go I will inform you all. 

Pyr. Yet ere thou ſtir. I will prevail with thee 
To grant me one 
Kill. What's that, my Lord? | 

P;y. To let me fee her, ere I leave the World. 


K Ah! Sir, why would you urge your Fate and 


mine? 
Pyr. Not for the World, no not for the Enjoy ment 
Of her I love, would I the leaſt endanger | 


4 ic 
XA. ve thought on't, 
Ard you- ſhall 

on-thy Head. 


Pyr. Now Blefing 
L. Bi muſt condeſcend to be diſg ais d, 


AA. But you 
Put on a Negro's gloomy Face, and take 
An Eunuch's Dek. 

Pyr. O any thing, my Friend 
I've heard the Powers themſelves of old, for Love 
Far leſs than mine. have left their Starry Thrones, 
And hid their dazzling Forms in Brutal Shapes ; 
Le's charming were the Beauties which they ſought, 
And more their Condeſcenfion. 

Xi. Mahomet 
Will not renew his Viſit till to-morrow ; 
Wherefore * - | pou ma wan oe Hazard 
In that Diſgui brought to partment. 

Pyr. Ai no Danger of Diicovery ; 
Since nought remains but Death, and ſure Deſpair. 


XA. No, I have yet ſome faint Remains of Hope: 
Perhaps I may inflame with Jealouſy 
The Sultanefs's proud ay Spirit 8 
3 | 
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8⁰ 
To vent my Rage, and eaſe my burden d Soul. 
Enter Haly and Cuproli. 


O you are come in time to my Aſſiſlance, 
To help me 
Cupr. What? 


Hal. Curſe whom ? 2 
Sal. The Sultan, Viſier, Kiſler, all the World. 
n 
— you — Fury 
, me to di L 
By — . 
Hal. Then you have loſt your Miſtreſs ? 
r 
What, is the dead? 
C 11 
92 ? 
§el. No; but he is refoly'd. 
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Capr. And you ſtand here, 
And bravcy bid ws ct kim——-' not fo 


Ha! 

» My Lord, I wear a Sword to do you Service 3 
3 Noiſe and , 
kg Arby padre + Talent. 
Hal. Is it a Time to curſe, in this nice Juncture, 
When niggard _— 


2 I have heard and ſeen has wrought more 
me 
Than all you Yes, I am now reſoly'd 
I' aſcend the Throne ; and you can witneſs for me, 
That I was tender of my Brother's Fate ; 
And drove it to the laſt Extremity, 
Sit pes. 
Dat now e 

Car. The Viſier's Ruin the way to his, 
You muſt begin with him. 

Hal. At your Defire 
The threat ning Army will ſurround the Palace, 
And with one gen'ral TIED hes 


md uf os — Ruin 
ng 222 
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ors, Det ogy op ous Rage, 
e, fir'd with 

Will fly to ber Apartment, and furprize them 
in their Embrace: Then what follows 
ves may gueſs 

"pr This cannot fail; let's inftantly about it. | 

Yes, Pl difpateh— And ere the Sun has f niſſi d 

One Revolution more, he ſhall behold 
A greater in this Empire Beauteous Abra 
Sure never were there Charms like thine, on which 
The Fate of this great Monarchy depends. 
Let dull Aſtrologers foretel the Doom 
Of Kingdoms from the Stars, and with their Sche:nes 
And Calculations cheat the giddy Crowd: 
More ruling is the Aſpect ot thy Beauty, 
Than That of thoſe bright Orbs— To States and Empires 
More fatal Influence flathes from thy Eyes, 
Than all thoſe glitt'ring Balls that light the Skies. [ Exeant. 


SCE E N E — to 4 —— 
Abra and Zaida. Imperial Rabes Sing on the Table, 


URE, my dear Zaida, ſuch ill Planets rul'd 
D u 7 — tis above che Pow'r of Fortune 
* — Sex 
To be this gawdy Wretch ? 22 — 
To this great Empire? when ſo many Millions 
Would be tranſported with thoſe envy'd Honours 
Which ſhe has heedlefly miſ-plac'd on me. 
For all this Grandeur — 
My Woes, and dignify 7 great Misfortunes : 
Theſe g Gems, Chains of Orient Pearl, 
This glitt ring Gold, and theſe gay coltly Robes 
Serve only to esch and G my Mis“ ries, 
And make me wretched with more Pomp and Splen dor. 
Zaid. Be comforted, dear Madam: Time perhaps 
Will reconcile you to Imperial Greatneſs, 
2 2 Robes of State fit eaſy. 


Enter 
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aw 

1 — 5 from the Sultan. 
W 
Abr. Ah ! Sir, what Tidings now Tell me what Hope ? 
8 Zee her] Beyond Expreſion blefs'd,. 
I i N 

While thus he claſps the moſt elab rate Pattern 
Of Human Excellence Thou all Perfeftion ——- 

! Ln. 


4. G7 
yr. Stand off, my Love will prove the beſt Phyſician 
wing Nie, ball infuſe 


Motion 


my 
from thy Trance, lift up thy heavy Lids, 
And bleſs me with the Luftre of thy Eyes. : 
r. "Tis he himielf, my Dear, my only Lord 
And now the Conflict of tumultuous Paſhons, 
a o'erpower'd my Soul, and bore me from my 


Is funk into a Calm Doubt, Hope, and Fear 
Are vaniſh'd, and have wholly left my Breaſt 
To ſierce E „ '- 57+ ad 
The Lines of that d Majeſtick Face, 
To be deceiv'd ; nor can the Power of Art 
Diſguiſe thee from my Love 

Pyr. Thou kindeft, faithfulleſt of all thy Sex; 
J almoſt feat d that this vile ſervile Dreſs, 
And th' artificial in my Face- | 
Would hide mee en Thee: and make thee loath 

Arms. 

while I joi 


B22 — p —— 
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Ore gran Tangent wich an abjelf fave? 
Ora ith an abj 

45" Yet nreour Souls well i'd, and fit each other; 
No matter for the Outſide ; and believe me 
Thou charm'ft me more, my Love, in this Diſguiſe, 
Than once thou didft when deck d in ſhining Armour, 
And all the Dreadful Gaiery of War, 
Thou cam ſt to thy Thunder on my Foes, 
And reſcue me thoſe curs'd Raviſhers. 
Tho” then, when I beheld thy wond”rous Port, 
Gen'rous mix'd with awful Majeſty ; 
I in a Moment gaz'd my Soul away, ; 

i'd, xigh'd, and d) d upon the ObjeR. 

Pyr. What was my Tranſportthen ? when firſt I awthee 
Trembling, and in Confuſion; pale and red'ning 
By turns ; when all thy Charms were in a hurry ; 


2. 
F Pyr.'Tis trucindeed our Woes have made that Queſtion 
m 


Croſe d my Deſigns, 

I am as weak, and helpleſs as thy elf ; 

all that I can do is now to mingle 

Tears with thine, to ſob upon thy Breaft ; 

vent my Sorrows in —— | 

. Since then tis doom d that we mutt part forever — 
Pyr. Ha! Part for ever! Let me think on chat 


= 


T not to be endur'd— Can I 


my 

pel the lawleſs Tyrant to refign N 

= — — unbridled Paſſin 
into Frenzy ; would not 

Talk with lach Heat of dance? os 


impoſſible. 
u. Ab! cruel Fri  wouldft thou. | 
_ riend, why ſtop my 


With ill- tim d Reaſon ? While my Rage was hot, 
I was infſenfible of my Misfortunes ; 


Bear me, my Love, ſupport me on thy Boſom ;. 
Or I ſhall fink beneath my pen tons Woes, 


if your great Martial Spirit- 


And at thy Feet 

. Alas! my Lord, 
Be quite unmann'd, and melted into Softneſs ; 
How ſhall a poor weak Woman's tender Soul 
Bear up beneath the Weight of Sorrow? 
Your 'Torments all are in my Breaft ; 
r 3 
My finking — þ 
Tellme, Lord, theſe are our 
And we ſhall never, never meet again. 


6 
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Then — to it— We will never part 
1122 final Reſolution. 
= — — alk the Queſtion 
can ? —— thou a — 
1ꝗ9ꝙ—-C». . —— | 
Abr. Not leave me ? 
Pyr. 
E, Ir pal. 
„ It ? 
Do I hear this from 2 : 


Ar. Alas ! — He raves ——— 


FL 


re 
PEE 
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£ 
E 
= 


5 
; 


1 
ſr 


in the Muſick of thy 


, my * think where you are: 


no For canſt thou think 
(Oh ! hold my Brain ! — ) 
r 
e, 
— rate Choice which now I make, 
—— 22 

t in on 

—— — ill to Morrow 
be abſent ; This (tho* ſhort) 
an Age of vulgar Life. 


ſhall I manage to the beſt Advantage | 
70e Eyes all vier ss: and my Ears laſt Pangs 


Eyes ſhall view thee ; and my Ears 
Accents : 


. 
Since your own Life is valu d 
you, let my Danger wake you ; 
can to ſee me die. 
the Sultan's Love will fave thy Life ; 
r 
apprehend that 

ball 1, 223 he et in pity 
conſider what I muſt endure, 


To 
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To ſee thee in thy laſt convulſive Agonies ; f 
Strangled by impious Hands before my Face, 
Gaſping for Life, — ut ibm 


Perſuade him from this Frenzy — Sure you will, 
Unleſs, like him, you too have loſt your Senſes : 
Quite Joz'd and ſtupify'd with our Misfortunes. 
Ki/l. My Lord, yan! muſt com ty and let our Pray'rs 
Divert you from this deſp'rate * Refolution 
For tho' that Fair One may be be ſafe, &, you lf 
And Friend muſt both inevitabl —_—_— 
Pyr. ” Friend ?—Oh ! have my * 


That I ſhould be regardleſs of thy Safety ? 
That Thought indeed has broke my firm Reſol ves 
And now | yo -— It cannot, will not be 
My Soul is quite unable to command 
My Body, or my Body to obey— 
Go? Leave ſuch Excellence? —— No; rather baniſh 
All Reaſon, common Senſe, and be a Villain : 
Pe any thing, do, ſuffer any thing, 
Rather than part——Again at this Diſtraction —— 
What ? Be a Villain? Inſupportable 
2 — 1 has 

again. in my Ear 
Ves = am d now Id ſooner ſuffer 
Death, Fire, Racks, Wheels, Impalements, een the 


. . after that, of Life, 
Law -— Andleft impetuous Paſſion 
my Reaſon, I will go 
12 11 j 
And then farewel —— for ever a 
[F uft be is going off, 
Enter Mahomet attended. 
Mah. Ha! fo familiar! claſp'd in their Embraces ! 
dt — ? 
U my av rite 
Pyr. Sultan, I am. 2 


62 Anzrza-MurLe: Or, 


Mah. Prodigious Infolence ! 
Preſum'ſt thou then to brave me to my Face, 


2 pre 
Doſt thou not bluſh ? t thou doſt well to sk reen 
Thy Impudence with E:biapian Night; 


TR Rnd Complexion ſuits thy guilty Mind, 
Becomes 


inious Habit of a Slave 
—— — — Deol. 
Diſguis moſt This is thy proper 
e e, 

5 , * 
more Scandal on thy ſelf, rey 
How canſt thou brand me with that hateful Vice 
Which I diſdain to name ? Me, who have prop'd 
Thy finking Throne, and crown'd thy Arms with Con- 


E'en by this Ad, for which thou now aphraid'ſt me, 

I wrong thee not: for know, the beauteous Abra 

Has long been mine, before ſhe ſaw thy Court: 

And if force her from me, I retort 

'That nauſeous Word, and tell thee, Thour't ungrateful. 
Mah. 1 Villain, thine ? That lovely Creature 


That Fd almoſt "_ I was a Monarch. 
Quick, inſtantly, diſpatch I will not hear him. 
= O ſpare him, fave him, ſpare your Hero's Life ; 


TE 
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To wing his Fate— Why, for thy Sake he dies: 

Nor canſt thou more effectually 

To plead againft him, hos by for him. 
Abr. Will nothin 


_ — _— 
Unleſs you inſtantly Sn 


No Premiſes nor Threats, -- —— 
Shall urge me to comply with your Defires. 


But if 
Mah. Speak on, for J can liſten now. 
Pyr. I thee hold ; — Do a 
Think'f thou to fave my Life by this 
No, no, my — of that will end me 
Sooner than his Commands ; then thou wilt be 
My Murd'reſs, and my Breath ſhall curſe thee. 
Mah. Confuſion! —— he trifles with my Fury ! 
Away, ye Villains, bear him to his Death ; 
And let that helliſh Slave, his baſe Accomplice, 
[Points to the Killer. 
The Abetter of his Treaſons, ſhare his Fate. 
Off, Traitreſs 


Abr. Yes, I'll leave thee, Tyrant, Manfter ; 


Shun thy loath'd Sight, 
To the moſt lov'd of Men — O my dear Lord! 
Thus will I grow for ever ta thy Breaſt, 
And die with thee ; his Rage ſhall never part us. 
Mah. Give me 3 Dagger — Pl n 
My juſt Revenge No, Serpents, I'll not part you ; 
But join you cloſer, nail you to each other 
[Tuff going to fab "em, ſpies the Letter. 

Ha! This may diicover more. 
"Tis that deteſted Villain's Character 
Curſe on your Kindneſs ——— Ha! Another Rival 
Another Rival mention'd in this Letter 
Where will wy Tortures end? But 1—— 
I ſtabb d 'em not, before I ſpy d this 
Then had this unknown Traitor ſcap'd my — 

Abr. So he ſhall ſtill for me ; Tl ne' er diſcover him. 
Mab. Why, Coft thou love him too ? 

Ar. No He's of all Mankind, except thy ſelf, 
The utmoſt Otzect of my Scorn and Hate ; 
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But I will ſhelter him from thy Revenge, 
To make him inftrumental to my own. 

Mah. I underſtand thee not, thou talk'ſ in Riddles— 
Whate'er thou mean ſt, I ſcorn thy fooliſh Threats. 

But I ſhall yet unfold this Myftery ; 
Since ſhe ſo obſtinate, ſpeak Thou ; [To Pyr. 
Thou wilt not ſure protect thy Rival. 

Pyr. Yes ; fince I can no more be injur'd by him, 
I'll ſhield him from thy Fury —— My great Soul 
Diſdains to ſtoop to ſuch a mean Revenge. 

Nor will I tain my Honour at my Death, 
By ſuch a baſe and Impeachment. 

Mah. So reſolute ? Yet we ſhall find a way ———" 
Let him be rack d, till he reveal this Secret. | 

Pyr. The Rack? How I deſpiſe thy feeble Menaces ! 
I ht thou hadſt known me better, than to think 
That Torments can unhinge my Reſolution. 

Abr. O Cruelty ! — I cannot bear that Thought — 
Your other Rival is 
Thes ma late perhaps repent this Raſhneſs— 

may ſt too this 
Befides, _— and fee it in his Eyes, : 
His Rage is now fo high, that this Diſcov'ry 
From thee, or any other but my ſelf, 
Will not the Torments he has threaten'd. 

Mah. Thou counſel t well; Itake thee at thy Word; 

Nothing ſhall do it, but thy own Conſeſſion, 
Which dye «pe pod eden 
Abr. He has no Senſe of manly Bravery, 
But thinks all Souls as little as his own. | 

Mah. I thank thee Thou doſt well to rail away 
My fooliſh Fit of Love which curb'd my Vengeance ; 


And let my Fury looſe to blaſt you both. 
Again at their Embraces ?— © Dana 
Guards, ſeize em both, and drag em both to Death 
Come back, ye Slaves; he dies that touches her ; 
W here is thy Fury now ? 
Abr. Why think” thou, Tyrant, 
To gain my Favour by thy fooliſh Mercy ? 
My Death had pleas'd 
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Therefore thou ſhalt not die No, I've reſolv d 
At once to ſatiate my Revenge, and Love. 
Tear em aſunder, and then bear her hence. 

r. Farewel, my Love; when thy great Soul has 
Thy tortur'd Body, ſtay a Moment for me: 
Hover a while in this infericr Region; 

I ſhall oertake thee ſoon Then we'll defy 

This Haughty Tyrant's Rage, and mount together. [ Exit. 
Mah. * execute your Orders on thoſe Slaves 
Pyr. Without Reluctance I embrace my Doom ; 

But ſhould indeed deſerve the odious Brand 

Of foul Ingratitude, ſhould I conceal 

Your Danger; for you're ſtill my Royal Maſter, 

Tho' Love has made this fatal Breach between us: 

And thus ſubmiſũve I implore your Pardon [| Keel. 

Fer all the indecent Words my 1 

Be careful of your Safety —— I ſuſpect 

Some form'd Deſign againſt your Government ; 

And till (c'en fince I've known you for my Rival) 

Have labour d to prevent it. Think not this 

A baſe Submĩſſion, to prolong my Life: 

I would not now accept of ſuch a Favour. 

Mah. "Tis falſe —- But think not thou ſhalt thus difarm 
My Vengeance— Guards, do as you fiyſt wereorder'd ; 
Let him as I commanded, bear the Rack ; 

He well deſerves it, if for nothing elle, 

Yet for his ſaucy Love His Crime's the ſame 
With his whe rivall'd the great Thurderer : 
Therefore it is but juſt his Puniſhment 

Should be the ſame which that raſh Fool endur'd. 
O were itin my Pow'r to make his Pains 

As laſtivg too; like that, this bold Ixien 
Should {uffer in a Circle of freſh Woe ; 

A Round of ſti'l returning Torment feel, 

And groan out Ages on the racking W heel. 

Pyr. See her no more! O harſh Decree of Fate 
And then to think what will become of her, 

Left to a Tyrant's — That's double Torture. — 

Offc. My Lord, we muſt obey the Sultan's Order, 

By leading you to Death. 
Pyr. Ha! well remember d! 


LCæii. 


My 
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ſtrange I've more than dy d already, 
Have born a far more cruel | 
Than that of Souband Body) O my Torment 
O haſte, — —— 7 — = 
Ofc. Your Mightineſs a mi ate. 
| [To the Kiſler. 
Pyr. My Friend to die: Then once more I'ma. 
Coward | 
This Weight of Woe falls heavier on my Soul, 
Than all 1 yet have ſuffer'd—— © my Friend, 
Am I the curſt Occaſion of thy ? 
Have I betray'd thy Innocence to Ruin ? 
The Tortures of a thouſand Wheels and Engines 
Are downy Beds of Eaſe, and foft Repoſe, 
To t Thought. 


Your Sorrow calls me Coward but unjufly—— 
I have a Soul that ſcorns the fear of dying. 

Pyr. O wond”rous Courage 
Bur {till I'm curſt the more, by being the Ruin 
Of ſo much Worth ——1T could, without 
In my own Perſon die a thouſand Deaths ; 
But thus to die in thee is inſupportable. 

Offic. My Lords, we muſt diſpatch ; for all thoſe Baſſas, 
Whoſe Heads the raging Multitude demanded, 
Muft ſuffer with you. 

Pyr. Ha! not bear the Rack ? 

Oc. No, my Lord. 

Pyr. No, "tis not juſt they ſnould I am their Gen ral, 
And by ſuperior Eminence demand 
A larger ſhare of Fate Nor is it fie 
They ſhould aſpire to rival me in Death. 
Come on——P'll ftrip off this vile, leſs'ning Habit, 
And deck my ſelf with all the Pomp of War: 
Then, as it is my Duty, head my Soldiers 
To this our laſt, but far more glorious Conflict. 
Methinks I'm more at eaſe, now Death approaches - 


Love and Empire. 
Secure of any future 
Ter bee 
We ſoon meet, never to part again 
In that my Hopes are center'd ; and by that 
Imagination wound fo that now 
My Soul, intent on and Her, 
E'en on the Rack its 1 


And wrapt in Thought, and negligent of Pain. [Z rennt. 


ar BS SHS S& 
Enter Solyman and Haly. 


SOLYMAN. 


}HOOSE to be tortur'd, rather than diſeover 
De I 7? What Frenzy has poſſeſt'd 


* Bl l My Lord, I cannot wonder 
That ſuch amazing Generolity | 
Exceeds Belief ; but that you are conceal'd 
From Mabomet by the Viſier, is as true 
As that I have your Promiſe to ſacceed him. 
Sol. O matchleſs Inftance of Heroick Virtue ! 
Pur if the Greatneſs of his Soul be ticur'd 
With the leaſt Mixture of Humanity, 

I ſhall be yet accus d He's more than Hero, 
44 v7 —— — 
e ſtil tꝰ endure Pains 

fwd wrt —— Fx 
Of his moſt cruel and invet rate Foe ; 
"Tis not to be conceiv'd : 2828298 
And Ruin yet attends me. 
Hal. To prevent it, 
You muſt with all 


Diſarm your Brother o the Pow'r to hurt you 1. 
And with your beſt Addreſs and Reſolution 


6 Paſh 


— 
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2D en pans game Bite and ripen Fate. 
This very Moment the Divan is fitting 


In ſecret Conſultation, to dethrone 
The Sultan ; and in leſs than half an Hour 
The black depoſing Ferfa will be figg'd. 


Enter Cuproli. 


But Caproli ; his Haſte and Looks 
Speak it 41 

Cupr. Hail, mighty Sem / ; 
Great Monarch, hail, —I come with full Commiſſion 
To greet thee by that Title—— Kneel, my Friend. 


[Both knees. 
Thus we falute you Emperor, and thus 
Preſent the Homage of the whole Divan. : 
Sol. Riſe, worthy Friends ; and, with my Charming 
Empreſs, : 
Still ſhare my Heart. —But fay, how fares the Vikier ? 
Ere this he has accus'd'me——Is't not io ? 2 
Capr. O fear not him No Human Force can ſhake him 
way ” __ reſolv'd. —— * 
Not all the lyi s of Antiquity 
Can ſhew a. Hero Gr Se- Erd more 
For his dear Country, or his dearer Friend, 
Than he has for his greateſt Enemy. 
To him I owe my Life, my. Love, and Empire ; 
To him, whoſe Life and Honour I betray d. 
This unexampled Brav'ry ſo affects me, 
That I could weep for his untimely Fall; 
And curſe my ſelf, the Author of his Ruin. 
But is he dead ? 
Car. "Tis ſure he cannot live: 
But whether he has yet expir d. 1 know not. 
Sol. If there remain a Peſũbility 
Of ſaving him, I'll inſtantly give Orders 
To have hi Life preſerv'd, and all Means us'd 
To hea! his Wounds ; and wifh twere in my Power 
To make fuch Worth Immortal— [Exit Soly man. 
Capr. Your Commands 
Will come too late; ſpite of your Care he dies: 
And by his Fall I rite to all thoſe Honours 


To 
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+. which my Fran has Jong aſp: _ 

t length, Friend, Pve reach * 5 
And gd, g es 
More beautiful than ever: r 
Drawn nearer to me, raviſhes my 
And I'm tranſ with Exceſs of Þ þ:- 

Hal. Saf till you've gain'd the Prize, 
R. ' I'm Sens as fully ſatisfied 


is'd ? 

Capr. No, but you know we two divide his Heart, 
He can deny us nothi 

Hal. Perhaps he can. 

Cupr. Why ? 

W,. . Zur nt in his Pow 'r togive 

bai 1 + hates 
But he has ſtore of Honours to diſpoſe of. 

Ht But none of equal Value. 

Cupr. Ha ! What mean'ſt thou ? 

Hal. Only to let you ſee that tis yet poſſible 


— Becauſe the new-made Sultan, to 
n= - — my Knowledge, 
Cupr. Thou haſt not me falſe ? 

Hal No, I'm not 3 I've only been 
Truetomy felf ——that's 

Ge haft not gain'd 
The tern Office, fare? 

Hal. I have. 

Capr. Amazement ! 

Art thou a Friend ? 

Hal. A true one to my ſelf. 

Cupr. Infamous Villain ! —But thou trifleſt with me. 
No Man, I'm certain, has a greater Share 
n 

grant ĩt.— Not a greater, but as great: 
We too are equal Sharers of his Heart ; 


Ard 
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And I, by ſpeaking firſt, have gain'd my Poiat. 
The' thazke bat « tall Advantage o'er thee, 
Yet when both Sides are at an even Poiſe 
A Grain will turn the Balance. 

Capt. Treach'rous Miſcreant ! 
Falſe undermining Traitor ! 
Deceiv'd my honeſt, unſuſpecting Heart ? 
Why didft thou not diſcover thy Pretenſions 


Before ? 
my Aim. 


Hal. Becauſe I then had loſt 
Such a Diſcov'ry had diſſoly'd the Tie 
tA 

ut now 
And ſeeming well-contented with * 
Which you alloted for me, I 4 
All your Feen Dig by your Alas, 


And 'd that 


W hi 
Y Haſt thou the Front wo glor inthy Falſhood ? * 
The workt of Falſhood, to thy Friend. 
Hal. My Friend ?—Why, Fool, ſhould ſach notorious 


Villains 
As thou and I uſurp that ſacred Title? 
is ſtill accompany'd with Virtue, 


—1— 5 


Fri 
— — rous Minds: 
But tis a — — php 
Tree, we ER and Cabaks 
And form Conſpiracies ; but ſtill the Bond, 
Which holds our 
Is our own Int'reft——— 
Friendſhip in me? when thou long fince haſt known 
That I'm as very a Villain as thy felf. 

* . Thou need'ſt not by —— 


2 that's ſuper 
Ty, ani 1— 1 


fr Revere pay it home; [Drama. 
— RED Viſor! Office want, 
And through thy Heart —— 


Hal. Be not too confident ; 
You'll find that Sohman has not confer'd 
That Office on a Pezſon who wants Power 


again. 

. How diſmal does approaching Death appear 
Soak oppreſs'd with Guile ? Ere chis I fear 
2 

can y 1 
Yet t would abate the Hell within my Breaſt, 
To have my Pardon feal'd by that brave Man, 
And that fair Innocence, whom we have wrong d. 
But ſee She comes — Let us, with our laſt Breath, 
Confeſs our Villanies, and die before her, 
| Enter Abra with Guards, and Zaida. 

Ar. Death's buſy ev'ry where Thro' all the Court 
I meet with nought but Hurry and Confuſion ——— 
This way I the Noiſe of claſhing Swords ; 

And now my Fancy is fo full of 
That all its Horrors are familiar tome. 

Perhaps my Lord has taken his Advantage 

Of this Diſorder ; and ſome lucky Accident 

Giv'n him an Opportunity t eſcape 

By Force of Arm Ha] What dire Object's this — 
What are you ?—S —U— — -- — 

Cupr. OE ' —— 0) injur'd Innocence, 
In us bebold the Authors of your Woes 
Dying, and wit ir lateſt Breach canfeſſing 
Their Villanies. 


To 


C — 127 1 
- Oy our — 
The amrom Selman depos'd his Brother, 
And brought the Vier to his End. 
Ar. Then he is dead O execrable Villains ! — 


Cope 
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Capr. All that we now petition is your Pardon — 
W and penitential Tears. 

r. If my — 72 
You have it. For my Vengeance reaches not 
Beyond the Grave. 


Hal. The Joys above Dies. 
y 4 For ever crown you. 2 
Remove em from my Sight ® — Theſe faithful 


Soldiers, {* The Guards carry the Bodies off. 
Whom-Love and Rev rence for their murder'd Gen'ral 
Have GOGEETIS 2s W020 Wilks, 

And free me Confinement, contrary 
To Mahomet's Command, who ſtrictly charg'd them 
To guard me ſaſe on Forfeit of their Lives ; 
Theſe very faithful Soldiers may perhaps 
Be further inſtrumental to the Juſtice 
Which I have vow'd — For can I think with Patience, 
Can I reflect upon the barb'rous Uſage, 
Thecruel Torments which have been inflicted 
Upon the beſt of Men? Can I reflect 
Upon his ing Joints, and broken Limbs ; 
And all that fad Variety of Pains, 
—_— — —— — i 
Oer all his m groning —— 
Srl and be content 
With Tears and vain Complainings ?——Thoſe indeed 
Serve to relax leſs Miſerie ut now 

Eure, Sol ith Fanizeri 


Sol. Forgive me, Madam, that I again preſume, 
Unſent for, to intrude into —— 


. 


Terslzd yoo ram be Trat Nasr, 
I've reſcu” ; i , 
r 
To lay a kinder Monarch at your Feet. 


” 


ftand 
1 paſs'd in the Dives, 
By the loud Triumphs of the ſhouting Soldiers; 
Who ev'ry where reſound your Name to Heav'n-; 
With Fury in his Eyes is poſting hither 
With a ſtrong Guard to ſeize the beauteous Empreſ.. 


But when he hnds you here, muſt 
eee age 


Sol. I. the Courage of my Soldiers 
Forbids ay Fw. 

Omne:. We'll die for Sohman. 
Erter Mahomet with TJ anizarie.. 


Mab. Aftoniſhment! Am I again prevented? 
can I not from the univerd Wreck 


cc 
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Of all my Fortunes ſave one fingle Gem? 
Was't not enough —Ha! Villain, is it thou? 
Tu' unnatural Uf of my Throne? 

Art thou 15 _ ay till = 
The partial Fates have ſhelter'd from my Vengeance ? 
But think not yet t eſcape — Thou haſt not here 
The Rebel Multitude to aid thy Treaſon ; 

Bat with theſe few of my yet al Subjecta, 

Il on this Spot chaſtiſe thy Inſolence. 

Behold me, Traitor, fee this injur'd Face, 

And tremble at my Juſtice. 

3 king b thy Th 
Vain, deſperate Pri © unking me with thy Threats, 
And 7 me from my Throne with bluſt' ring Words: 
But wilt find I am too firmly ſeated 
And you, who dare oppoſe your lawful Soy'reign, 
By publick Voice elected, and acknowledg'd 
By all the Army and the whole Divan; 

Urge not your Fates, by clinging round the Ruins 
F e him, im x 
Or I will uſe you 26 he wad of Taken. 

Mah. Reſign that fingle Beauty to my Arms, 
And thou ſhalt undiſturb'd enjoy the Empire. 

Sol. Reſign her ? No I ſooner would forego 
My Crown— For know, twas Love, and not Ambition, 
That rais'd me to Imperial Dignity ; 

And had I never rivall'd thee in Love, 
I never had in Empire. 

Mah. Then no more | 
Of Parly —— Come, fall on, my Loyal Soldiers, 
And if we conquer, you ſhall ſhare the World. 

[Prepare to fight ; Mahomet's Fanizaries revolt. 
Deſerted ? left by all? —— No his is mine, 
My faithful Subject ſtill——My Sword is yet 
No Traitor, but proves Loyal to the laft. 
K:lls two of the Fanizarics, and continues fighting. 

Sol. I charge you hurt him not—On your Allegiance 
Take him alive — 80 — Guard him fafe to Prifon—— 
Away with him [ Mah. is diſarm'd and taken. 

Mah. Ay, lead me to my Priſon : 

Kind Fate ere-long will give me my Releaſe. 


Fer 


j 

' 

| 
3: 
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For thee, thou Traitor, did not Rage and Hate 
Inſpire me more to curſe, than pity thee ; 

I could bewail thee, rather my ſelf, 
For Oh ! thou art enter d on a World of Mis'ry ; 
And ſoon with me wilt find, by dire Experience, 
No Government can e'er be fafe, that's founded 
On Luft, on Murder, and Deſpotick Pow'r. 

Tis not in lawleſs Strength to turn and manage 
This cumb'rous and unwieldy Bulk of Empire: 
Which, like the reſtleſs Sea, ſtill works and toſſc s, 
Vex'd with continual Change and Revolution. 
How few of my unhappy Succeffors 

Will ' ſcape my Fate— E'en while we keep the Throne, c 


We ſear thoſe Subjects Threats, on whom we frown ; 
Infringe their Liberty, and loſe our own : 
And hourly prove, by arbitrary Sway, 
T kat he's the greateſt Slave whom none but Slaves obey. 
E xit guarded. 
Sel. How am I hurry'd on, and plung'd in Guilt ! — 
Diſtracting Horror !— But Ii think no more on't—— 
Away, ye gloomy Thoughts, and leave my Soul 
To Bliſs and Raptures inconceivable. 
O come, my Love delay my Joys no longer, 
Or I ſhall die with ardent ExpeQation. 
Ar. No—my vow'd Vengeance is not yet compleated , 
One of the Viſier's Foes remains unpuniſſid. 
For well I know that thou, injurious Prince, 
Haſt been the curſt Contriver of his Death. 
And think not that thy boundleſs Power and Greatneſs 
Shall diſappoint my Juſtice—— By one Stroke 
From all thy Wrongs my Virtue thus I free, 
9 ſelf, 1 id. 4 — 
tabs ber fe; Sol. s the Dagger ber. 
by _ 4 2 — ! fre +» 7 
m ? my c Raptures— 
O 'was A — aim'd curſed Steel 
Has made its way through the ſoft 
And the warm Life-blood bubbles from the Wound. 
Abr. No—You've prevented me I've only raz'd 
The Surface of the Skin - But tis in vain ! * 
2 
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Still Death is in my Pow'r, and ſhall yet free me 
From Violence and Oppreſũon. 
By al Now by — 
that's juſt an vou wrong my Virtue ; 

I am no Raviſher, 22 ; . 
Not your chaſle Soul can ſtart with more Abhorrence 
At ſuch inhuman Crimes — Some dreadful Curſe, 
If poſſible, more dreadful than your Hate, 
Light on me, if I ever uſe my Pow'r 
To ſeize by Force what you deny to Love. 

Abr. And may that Curſe be trebled on this Head, 
If ever I comply with the Deſires 
Of any ſecond Lord. And think not, Sir, 
That I with baſe Ingrati;nde requite 
The noble, gen'rous Promile you have made me ; 
This Vow, which I repeat, has long been on me, 
And, if I would, I cannot row be yours. 


Enter Pyrrhus with an Officer. 


Offc. Your Orders, Royal Sir, came not too late ; 
The Vikier lives; 
And ſee he comes to thank you. 

Pyr. Gratitude 
Muſt yield to Love My Soul {Entracing. 

Abr. My deareſt Lord, 

Ist poſſible, and can I think it true, 
That — again reſtor'd to my Embraces ? 
"Tis io he lives 
Pyr. O unexpected Bleſſing 
924 Villains, Traitors ! 
How gain'd he Entrance ? 
Offc. By your own Command-— 
Sal. "Tis falſe— Thou ly. True, I diſpatch d my 


Orders 
To ſave his Liſe, but not to bring him hither. 

Offic. Forgive the Error of your Slave; I knew not 
His Preſence would offend you. 
Sal. Offend me? Can there be a greater Pla 

Than Rival Love — — Away, ye impious Ruſſians, 
LV Guards offer ts part en. 
Touch 


nl. —— 


| 
| 
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Touch 'em not for your Lives; you now obey 
A virtuous Lover, not a luſtful Tyrant. 
Vet hear, ye fond ones; 'Tisnor, tis not prudent 
To tempt me————Theſe Embraces may be fatal 


[They ſeparate. 
Pyr. My Lord, my Emperor 
1 proceed 


Sal. Ere thou L 
Say by what Miracle thou haſt recover'd 
The Torments of the Rack : For thou appear'ſt 
Unhurt, as if no Violence had been offer'd. 

3 Lord, none has been offer'd ; this great 


Has ever had the Soldiers Hearts, and that 
Has now preſerv'd him: For thoſe Officers 


Hoping this ſudden C of Government 
— 2 — ve him. The Succeſs 
Has crown'd their Hopes. Juſt at that Happy Juncture 
Your welcome Orders came to have him rat 
r. Is then his Safety owing to your Goodneſs ? 
And 44 yeu held ine in folpmce fo hag, te 
you me in 
Only to make your Bounty more furprizing ? 
I underſtand it now——— O, ſacred Sir, 


May Bleflings ever crown your 
I know you till defign'd we ſhould be 

In mutual Love Alas! your Looks are chang d 
To Terror, and you ſternly menace Death ——— 
Ah! do not, do not fright me, Sir, again: 

I tremble at your Frowns=———Sctill you are angry, 


r in your Breaſt, 
Fatal, 1 fear, to us Yet, O my Lord, 
If we muſt die n — 


Sal. No; you ſhall live and ſhare 
My Favours ; he my Friend, and you my Empreſs. 
133 Pyr. 
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. . bake who love 5 wa Death 
O 45 noe, by thi aer AR of Crucley, 
Reſume your gen'rous Grant ; but as you're virtuous 
Complete the Juttice which you have begun, 
And yield her to my Aras. 
. Yet, yet beware, and urge me not too far 
Tis dang'rous dallying with a Prince's Fury 
Forego her ? Quit her? Yield her to my Rival? 
What? have I {uffer'd ſo much ing Pain, 
Involv'd my felf in fo much Guilt and Horror, 
And made my ſelf fo curſt——to make Thee happy? 
Muſt I have no Reward for all my Toil ? 
And thou enjoy —— 
Unheard of Inſolence ! 
Abr. Then we are loſt again, and muſt endure 
The Torments of a ſecond Separation. 
Pyr. Why, tis the cruel Artifice of Fate 
To rae m from Pehl and give us Hopes 
To raiſe us pair Ive us » 
Only to plunge us in the Gulf again, 
And us doubly wretched —— Yet while Life 
Remains, I cannot totally deſpair. 
O Sir, if Paſſion has not quite unman'd you, 
With Patience hear a Suit which all juſt Kings 
Will and none but Tyrants can deny. 
And you, my Friends, if I have any here, 
Knecl with me all; that with united Pray*'rs 
We may ov'erpow'r him, and his Refolution, 
d with Multitudes, be forc'd to yield. [All incel. 
Sal. Treaſon, Conſpiracy — Riſe, Traitors, riſe ; 
He dies that kneels Tia Treaſon to Petition. 
[41 riſe. 
What? My Marama too ?——Art thou conſed rate 
Againſt thy Sov'reign ! Am I thus abandon d? 
Not one to own my Cauſe o, call my Friends 
Hal: and Cuprali, to my Aſſiſtance 
They will not ſure deſert me. | 
Offic. Royal Sir, 
Till now we fear d to tell you that your Friends 


Are 
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Are by each other ſlain in fingle Combat 
Contending for the V ifier's 
Sol. Ha! 
Say ſt thou? What, ſlain ? And by each others Hands? 
More Horror ſtill !—— Butlet me pauſe a little 
My Friends were Villains — and this dreadful Inſtance 
1 Juſtice ſtrikes into my lab' ring Soul 
| Stinging Remorſe ; and, ſpite of all Endeavours 
To drown its Cries, Reaſon will now be heard. 
Pyr. See, he relents, his Reſolution ſtaggers — 
Now, now my Love 
Abr. What 1s it, Sir, that troubles 
Your Royal Breaſt? 
May nothing diſcompole it ; and however 
Lie wo ond Loot and me, 
y there. 


Let all be 
Sol. For this laſt Goodneſs, 
If poſſible, I love thee more than ever; 
by How then can I refign thee ? 
Ar. If your Love 
Be virtuous and fincere, you will refign me. 
Sol. Impoſſible ! Thou talk'ſt of Contradiftions—— 
Or thus, if to forego thee be a Proof 
Of true Affection let my Rival ſhew it. 
- I would, by all my Hopes, if you were Pyrrbas, 
were Selman. 
Sol. Why, what's the Diff rence ? 
Abr. Did I not ſwear? Did not I tell you, Sir, 
That if I would, I cannot now be yours? 
Sol. Thou didſt — Oh ! Curſt Remembrance 
r. And have I not your Royal Oath and Promiſe, 
That you will never force me to your Bed ? 
| Sol. O name it not—My honeſt Soul abhors 
The very Mention of ſo damn'd a Villany. 
Pyr. And will you then defraud us of each other, 
Without the leaſt Advantage to your Self, 
Only to make us wretched ? 
Sal. No— Since ſhe never can be mine, "twill prove 
Some Satisfaction to my tortur'd Soul 
To think ſhe's not another's, 
Par 
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Pyr. Thoſe 
Perhaps might befit a Tyrant's Mouth ; 
Bat ſure a juſt and virtuous Prince can take 
No Pleaſure in th' unmerited A fflictions 
Of thoſe who never wrong'd him 
Sol. Tis not to be withſtood — T he Strength of Reaſon 
Preſſes upon me with reſiſtleſs Force 
I never can poſſeſs her but by Violence; 
And that my Nature ſhrinks at——Shall I then 
Bard'rouſly ruin the moſt perfect Pair 
That ever Nature fram d; to whom I owe 
My Life, and one of whom far more than Life I love? 
Shall I with brutal Rage deſtroy ſuch Excellence, 
Without the leaſt faint Proſpect of Advantage, 
Unleſs it be to brand my Name with Infamy, 
And write myfelf upon immortal Record 
A Villain, and a Tyrant?—— No; I'll periſh firſt. 
Abr. How Indignation flaſhes from his Eyes! 
Unleſs he ſpeedily pronounce our Doom, 
Fear will diſpatch me, and prevent his Sentence. 
Sol. But how to part with her ? —— There, there's the 
Difficulty —— 
It cannot be— Cannot? O vain Delofon ———— 
O Fallacy of Thought True, it exceeds 
My Pow'r, to ceaſe to Love But tho' a Wretch 
Scorch'd in a Fever, cannot ceaſe to thirſt, 
Yet may he throw the baneful Draught away ; 
Or beg ſome Friend to bind his deſp'rate Arms: 
May chooie the preſent Mis'ry, to avoid 
A greater in Reverfion ; and endure 
The Cravings of unfatisfy'd Defire. 
Blaine Srl nd Conralive Fang 
eluctant i ve 
Take, take her— hold if you your Lives, 
[ They offer to embrace. 
Or dread my juſt Revenge; forbear your Fondneſs —— 
Nor plague me with your Thanks — For if ſhe ſpeaks 
I may relapſe agai —Azd . 
may 222 de Cautious 
Raſh, inconfid'rate Pair, be ſure t avoid 8 
, My 


Love and Empire: 
My Preſence ; never let me ſee you more 
For if you do You may bewail your Folly ; 
Be yet divided from each other's Arms, 
Be curſt, and rage, and burn in vain, as I do. [ Exit. 
Pyr. He's gone — The great Debate at lait is ended— 
And now we fafely may indulge our Love: 
O my Heart's Joy! who can expreſs my. Happineſs, 
Or ſtretch. Imagination to conceive 
The Raptures of my Soul > 
Abr. None, none but . 
Who ſhare the mighty Tranſport, can conceive it; 
Nor. can een I expreſs it. 
Pyr. Speak thou, Zaida, 
Allay this vaſt Exceſs of boundleſs Pleaſure, 
And w_ us back to common Senſe again. 
Zaid. | fear indeed I ſhall allay your Pleaſureyaoꝗ- 
Your Friend, my Lord 
Pyr. O, were my Friend in Danger, 
Een now I could not be entirely happy: 
But he is ſafe My Int'reſt in the Soldiers, 
Which fav'd me from the Rack, preſerv'd his Life. 
Zaid. Then you are bleſs'd indeed, and I with Joy 
Equal to yours congratulate your Happineſs. 


Enter the Kiſler Aga. 


XA. Hearing the welcome News of your Succeſs, 
I come, my Lord, to ſhare your Satisfaction. 

Hr. The Zus'neſs of my Life ſhall be to thank thee. 
"Tis fit at prefent we conſult our 
Difpatch with all imaginable Speed, 

And leave the Court this Night. 

XV. "Tis true, you cannot 
Be too ſecure-------Tho' now there is no Danger 
For So;ymau already is involv'd 
In State Affairs, on every fide ſurrounded 
With thronging Counſellors and buſy Crowds : 

And now the Care of a diſtrafted Empire, 

Juſt at his firſt Acceſſion to the Throne, 

Will take up all kis Soul, and cure perhaps 

The Torments ct his Love. 


. 
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Pyr. Grant, Heav'n, it may: 
J would not have him wretched ——O my Friend, 
Behold th' Impartial Hand of Juſtice !---- -- mer 
(Tho' I were moſt ungrateful not to mourn 
His Fall) has ſuffered, by the Loſs of Empire, 
The Puniſhment due to injurious Tyrants, 
Hali and Cuproli by Death have met 
=P Villain's juſt Oat Solyman, 
Tho' and gen'rous in his Temper, feels 
The Ae Effet 22.8 from Virwe. 
We only, with Innocence unſhaken 
Have flood th' Aſſaults of Fortune, now are happy. 
For tho” the worſt of Men by bigh Permiſhon F 
A while may flouriſh, and the Bett endure F 
The ſharpeit Trials of exploding Misry; | 
Yet let Mankind from theſe Examples learn, > 


„ 


That pow'rſul Villany at laſt ſhall mourn ; 
And injur'd Virtue Triumph in its Tarn. 
{Exeunt Omnes. 
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EPILOGU E, 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle, 


O35: Prologue to the Criticks was directed: 

But Yau, ye Fair, muſt never be neglected. 

To you our Poet now his Homage pays ; 

Your bare Forgiveneſs will his Genius raije : 

In Taftes like Yours to pardon is to praiſe. 

Ti true, we're pleading a young Author's au/: ; 

But Youth and Beauty never yet were Foes. 

Do You but ſhew your Goodneſs and Compaſſion, 

The Men, of Courſe, will give their Approbation. 

For if they grant none as the Poet's Due, 

They'll ſure be kind in Complaiſance to You: 

If not with us, with you they will comply, 

E xert the Lover all, and lay the Critick by. 
Pleas'd and ſerene you ſaw the Princely Gueſt, 

When Windſor was with his bright Preſence bleft. 

Still may the hind Impreſſion here ſurvive, 

And we enjoy thoſe Smiles by which we live. 

How did the Reyal Youth, with wand ring Eyes, 

Behold / and gladly own the faveet Surprize ! 

Ana d at ſuch Variety of Charms, 

Careleſs of Fame, and l/s in love wich Arms / 

Almoſt wrwilling to purſue the War, 

And Cen for Empire to forſake the Fair: 

But, as by Engliith Beauties forc'd to yield, 

May he by Engliſh Heroes win the Field: 

Precure the Revolution he deſires, 

And ſafe poſſeſs the Beauty he admires. 

Thus may tb auſpicious Prince ſecurely move, 


And far more Foys than cur new Sultan prove, 
Completely bleft in Empire, and in Love. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 

King HARR r, Mr. Smith, 
Cardinal, Mr. Gillow. 
NortTHUMBERLAND, Mr. Wilthire. 
Piercy, Mr. Betterten. 
RocnrrorD, Mr. Fof. Williams. 

WOMEN. 
Anna BULLEN, Mrs. Barry. 


Lady Diana TALZOr, Mrs. Petty. 
Lady ELizaBETH BLUNT. 
Young Princeſs ELIZABETH. 


Ladies, Gentlemen, Attendants, and Guards, 
SCENE, LONDON. 


PROLOGUE, 


Spoken to Auna Bullen. Written by a Perſon 
of Quality. 


O all impartial Judges in the Pit, 
And eb — Brad of Wit, 

Pm ſent to plead the Poet's Cauſe, and ſay, 
There's not one Slander in his madeſt Play 
He brings before your Eyes a modern Story, 
Yet medales not with either Wig or Tory. 
Vat net enough, vain Men of either Side, 
Tao Roſes once the Nation did divide? 
But muſt it be in Danger now agen, 
Betwixt our Scarlet and Green-Ribbon M.? 
I ho made this Diff reace were not England's Friends : 
Be not their Tools to ſerve their platting Ends. 
Damn the State-Fop, who here bis Zeal diſcovers, 
And over the Stage, like our ill Genius, hovers : 
Give us a Pit of Drankards, and of Lowers ; 
Good ſanguine Men, who mind us State-Afair, 
But bid a baſe World of itſelf take care. 
Ve hope there lives not ſo abhorr'd a Thing, 
But loves his Country, and would ſerve his King. 
But in your Parties why ſhould we engage, 
Or meddle with the Plots of a mad Age ? 
We: laſe enough by thoſe upon the Stage, 
Welcome Maſe-Teazer, peeviſh Gameſter, Har; 
All Feels but Politicians ve can ſuffer : 
A God's Name, let each keep to his Vocation ; 
Our Trade is to mend you, and not the Nation. 
Beſides, our Author hath this further End, 
*Tis not enough if but one Side's his Friend, 
He needs you ail his Weakneſs te defend; 
And, to oblige you te't, hopes he has ſhewn 
No Country has Men braver than your own. 
His H.rces all to England are confin'd; 
Te your own Fathers (ſure) you will be hind. 

He Erings no Foreigners to move your Pity, 

But /ends them to a Jury of the City. 
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EPILOGUE. 


, Siri, your kind Opinion now, I pray, 
Of this paige Wig nor Tory Play * 


To blow ſurh Coals our conſcious Muſe denies ; 

Wit, ſacrei Wit, ſuch Subjects ſhould deſpiſe. 

The Au:hor ſays, his Heliconian Stream 

I nct yet drain d to ſuch a low Extreme, 

TPatuſ. ene Party with a curſed Play, 

And bribe ihe other for a large Third Day. 

Like Gladiatcrs then you ftraight reſort, 

And crewd te mate your Nero-Faction Sport. 

But cuhat' more ftrange, that Men of Senſe ſhould do it ! 
For UC; Y:ng one anct her, pay the Poet : 

So Butchers at a Baiting take Delight, - 
For him that keeps the Bears, to rear and fight ; 

Both Friends and Foes ſuch Authors make their Game, 
Who bac your Moncy, that was all their Aim : 

No matter fer the Play, nor for their Wit, 

The leiter Farce i: adted in the Pit. 

Beth Parties to be cheated quill agree, c 


And jwalicw any Nonſenſe, fo it be 

With Factien fac'd, and gilt with Loyalty. 
Here's ſuch a Rout with Whigging and with Torying, 
That yen negle# your dear-law'd Sin of Whoring : 
The Viſer-Maſt that wentur'd ber Half-Crown, 
Finding no Hopes but here to be undone, 

Lite a caſt Mijtrc/s paſt her dear Delight, 

Turns godly; ſtraight, and goes to Church in ſpite ; 
Hind dees not doubt, fince you are grown /o fickle, 
To find mere Cullies in a Conwventicle : 

We en the Stage fland ſtill, and are content 

To fee you att what we ſhould repreſent. 

Yeu uſe us like the Women that ye woe ; 

You make us Sport, and pay us for it tos. 

Well, avere reſolv'd that in our next Play-Bill, 
To print at large a T rial of your Skill, 

And that fue hundred Monſters are to fight ; 

Then more will run to fee fo firange a Sight, 
Thanthe Morocco, or the Moſcovite. 
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ACT I. SCENE T 


Enter Northumberland and Rochford. 


NORTHUMBERLAND. 


HIS 1s the day ſhall crown your 
| And long- expected hopes: the 
To | pay = ſtraight his marriage wi 


ts wiſhes, 


* fiſter, 
And make her known by th' title of a Queen. 
The reaſon why it was ſo long kept ſecret, 
Was our great Cardinal's delays, and tricks 
Of Rome, which has with frowns diſcover'd : 
But ſince, in ſpite of Wolſey and the conclave, 
By rev'rend Cranmer has the cauſe been try'd ; 
And Kath'rine is this day proclaun'd divorc'd. 

Roch. E av'n be my witneſs, brave Northumberland! 
It joys noc me, but that it 15 his 
Whoſe happineſs we all are bound to pray for : 
And may my ſiſter's crown fit lighter on 
Her brow, than does the honour upon mine : 
Something of boding whiſpers to my ſoul, 
And tells me, Oh ! this marriage will be fatal 
Methinks »„‚* ef — | 
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Small 
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Small as 2 hair, hang o'er our pageant greatneſs. 
Believe me, friend, thrones are ſevereſt touch- tones; 
And, like the emblem of their guard, the lion, 

All but of reval blood they will deſtroy. 

Nerth. My Lord, this is ſevere to all that love you, 
And you retie& unkiadly on your fortune. 

Rech. Fortune ! why did ihe lay her load on her? 
A load, I ſay, to quiet minds ſhe ſhould 
Have caſt it upon one that was ambitious : 

My Lord, it had been kindly done of Fortune, 
have ſeen my ſiſter wedded to her vows, 

Your Piercy's wife ; and not at one time made her 
Both cruel to the Queen, and falſe to him. 

Nerih, You know, my Lord, we all are witneſſes 
With what remorſe ſhe took the regal burden, 
That fat upon her like a heavy armour 
On a child's back; ſhe ſtagger'd with the weight. 

Rech. Oh! may it not be fatal to us, heav'n! 
For at the very time ſhe gave her hand 
To th' eager King, to faſten't with a pledge, 

The ring fell off, and could no more be found. 

North. Meer chance, my Lord. 

Rach. And then immediately, 

When the glad ceremonies were perform'd, 
The am rous King bending to kiſs her hand, 

A ſhow'r of pearls broke paſſage from her eyes, 
And all bedew'd his head with ominous tears. 

N:rth. The common uſe of ev'ry baſhful bride. 

Rach. What will ſhe do when ſhe ſhall underſtand 
Our foul defigns, and Piercy's innocence ? 

His letters to her that you intercepted, 

And counterfeited others to deceive her, 

To make her once believe that he was marry'd ? 
But what a mortal grief will ſeize your ſon, 
When he ſhall find his miſtreſs was betray'd, 


And forc'd to marry one ſhe cannot love ! 
Ne. To prevent that, ſoon as he's come to court, 
Juſt but to ſee ſhe's marry*d, and no more, 
(Not giving him the time for ſecond thoughts) 
Pill make a match between him and the heireſs 
Of Shrewſbury. 


| 
; 


Anna BUuLLEN. y 


Rach. A v lant lady; 
As „ — richer far 
Than all her generation of that ſex. 
Nerth. You wrong yourſelf to flatter me. Her father 
Brings her this day on purpoſe from the country : 
But the Queen thinks already they are marry'd. 
Roch. And are you ſure to gain your ſon's conſent 
To what he has been ſtill fo obſtinate ? 
North. Rage and deſpair, when he ſhall find her falſe, 
Will make him raſhly change to any ſtate ; 
And, thinking to be mis'rable, will plunge 
Into the dreadful ſea of matrimony, 
And make himſelf, tho* much againſt his will, 
The happieſt man that ever was on earth. 


Enter Cardinal Wolſey muſing. 


Behold the proud imperious Cardinal, 

Wich ſuch a furious tempeſt oh his brow, 

As if the world's four winds were pent within 

His bluſt'ring carcaſe. He has heard the news, 

And comes to argue with his friend, the dev'l, 

The reaſon of his no-intelligence. 
Roch. The popedom now, and all the wealth in Rome, 

Can ſcarcely recompenſe him for the fright 

This news 4 put him in — See how ke ſtaggers, 

Giddy with th' height his pride has rais'd him to. 

Tis then moſt fatal to unhappy England, 

When ſuch church blazing- ſtars appear in it. 

Ex. North. and Roch. 
Card. Marry'd in private, and declar'd his Queen ! 

Kath'rine divorc'd, and Anna Bullen marry'd ! 

Now, by our Holy Father's triple crown, 

It muſt not, cannot, nay, it ſhall not be. 

Where was your aid that time, ye ſlothful ſaints, 

Ye whom falſe zeal created in more numbers 

Then e'er the heathen made and worſhipp'd gods? 

A Luth'ran Queen upon the throne of England ! 

She to lie in the boſom of our Prince 

A buxom King, that for a wanton ſmile 

Will pawn his faith, and turn an heretick ! 
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Enter the Lady Elizabeth Blunt. | 

Blunt. Awake, thou wretched — look up; | 
Can you behold your proud St. Peter e? | 
The mighty pillar of that fpreading church, 
That holds the religion of the world, 
To ſtagger, and beſtow no help, no aid 
From mighty Woiſey's ſhoulders to ſupport it? 
Is this the great King-Cardinal, who late, 
From ſmalleſt root, an to ſhade the land, 
And ſtood the talleſt cedar of the church ? 
Shame to thy prieſthood, and thy ſcarlet robe, 
Ev*n thou, to whom the lib'ral ſee of Rome 
Has given all, next giving of herſelf : 
Unworthy ſervant of fo kind a miſtreſs. 

Card. What does the faireſt mean ? 

Blunt. Ha! muſt I teach thee ? | | 
Art thou the thing that from the chaff of mankind, 
From the baſe ſcurrilous rubbiſh of the world, 
Firſt found thyſelf a way to thrive by wit ? 
Then edging it with ſharpeſt villainies, 
Mow'd a paſſage to thy Prince's breaſt, 


And cut down all the virtuous from his fight ; | 
Who choſe thee for the champion of his vices, | 
Whilſt thou with labour let looſe all their ſluices, | 
And pour'd them like a torrent in his boſom : 


This you did once confeſs to me, and more, ' 
When you declar'd how hot you were in love 
Bullen is Queen; the crown you promis'd me 

Now wreaths her head Are theſe the hopes you gave me, 

When once you ſaid my fon ſhould be a King? 

The news not ftirs your wonder ! Hell and Furies ! 
Card. What would you I ſhould do to ſerve you? 
Blunt. Forgive me, tender Wolſey, pious Cardinal! 

Shall I then teach your ſcarlet prie blood) 

I would have done as Alexander did, 

The Sixth, and moſt merciful, ſo nam'd : 

Are there no conſecrated weapons left ? 

Or have why RE g's © ame Tm GH? 
ive me Saint Dagger, or Saint Poiſon, ſtraig 

And I will do that meritorious act; * 

Piſpatch her ſtraight to hell, from whence ſhe fetch'd 

Thoſe looks that robb'd me of the King 2 F 
ard. 
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Card. Have patience, Madam. 
Blunt. it to the damn'd, 

Ls 7 that feel the — of inq — tion 

Curſe on gown-a ies; but more 

Be curft the time of Bulles”s fatal birth ; 

Wrinkles like age anticipate her youth ; 

Mildews and blaſts devour her wanton beauties ; 

Small-pox and leproſies rough-caſt her oer; 

Dig up her charms and features by the roots, 

And 'em in pits as deep as graves. 

Card. Study ſome act that may revenge this fury. 

This hurts no more than barks of coward curs ; 

She lives, and is as beautiful as ever. 

Be rul'd by me; who, like a dreadful piece, 

Am ſure to kill, where-e'er I take my aim, 

Before they hear the noiſe, or ſee the flame. 

Blunt. Oh, tell me how to quench this fire within ! 
he + burns me up 22 htful injury. 
ard. An eaf: I to your revenge; 

A road not & dangerous, but — 

So unexpected, and ſo fatal too, 

That the Queen's fancy and deluded genius 

Shall tempt her in the ſame difſembled path, 

Taking her by the other hand with us, 

3 her in the pir ared her. 

unt. Go on, my Wolſey, charming as the young, 

And more — than 4 uire of . 0 
Card. This then it is: the King you know's inconſtant, 

And jealous, and as teſty as old age; 

So cov*tous of the pleaſure he poſſeſſes, 

That he whe does but look upon't, muſt die, 

With her, whoſe innocent charms did force him to't. 
Blunt. But how ſhall we be back'd with a pretence ? 
Card. Tis eaſy to give fire to that fond breaſt 

That is already charg'd with jealous ſulphur : 

The Queen loves Piercy, that may be a means; 

And ſpies may be laid ev'ry where to watch 

Their private meetings, and their very looks, 

And then acquaint the hot-brain'd King with it : 

So ſtraight their joyful deſtinies are ſeal'd. 

Blunt. Moſt admirable ! 


Card. 
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Muſt be found out, 2 ut of, + his way, 
And take the am'rous King: twill certain do; 
For then no greedy falcon, when he ſees the lure, 
Will fly down ſwifter to be catch'd and hooded, 
Than he into the fetters of her charms. * 
Blunt. O come to my embrace, thou prieſt ! 
Balm to my wounded and my tortur'd boſom. 
Card. Go ftraight, and haſte about th' intelligence. 
Blunt. I will. Good fortune has been ſo propitious, 
To make young Rockford, Anna Bullen's , 
Enamour'd of my beauty; him Þ'll mould, 
Sound ev'ry thought of his unguarded foul, 
Linking him cloſe in amorous intrigues, 
Till Pve diſcover'd from him our defign 
Of Piercy's love, and of his fiſter's conduct. 
Card. An accident, the luckiefſt that could happen 
Behold the Queen in her firſt ſtate and greatneſs — 
But yet ſhe bears it with no welcome mien : 
Piercy hangs heavy on her heart, and in her eyes ; 
It works, it es, as we would have it: 
And in her s innocence ſhe ſails, 
Shunning no rocks, no quickſands, nor no danger, 
But runs into her ruin faſter than 
We wiſh. 
Blunt. Her crown is hideous to my fight ; 
Its jewels fatal as the eyes of baſiliſks: 
O Cardinal! this rival Queen and I 
Should never meet but in the ſcales of death, 
That weigh all mortals even and alike. 


Queen Anne appears ſeat:d upon a Throne. Northumber- 
land, Rochford, Lords, Ladies, Attendants, and Guards 
about her. 

Omnes. Long live King Henry, and Queen Anne of 
England. 3 
North. Immo ive great Queen of England, France 

And Ireland, and for * the heart e : 

Ot conqu'ring Henry, as he reigns o'er us 

And all his faithful ſubjects 

I ſpeak it as the wiſhes and the voice 
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Of moſt loyal z to confirm it, 

Sound f ſtraight your loudeſt inſtruments of joy, 

And ſhout as I do, all that love their | 

een riſes from her I brass. [ Shouts Trumpets within, 

nern. Theſe ſounds might lift another to the heav'ns ! 
But what is muſick to the ear that's deaf ; 


Or crowns and to a dying wretch ? 
Deſpair turns all alike that comes to me, 
re > 0 US a lads all eyes but mine, 
Deaf to its cha-ms, and ded ney 
rumpets and Shouts again, 
ye more flatterers than winds ! 


Be filent as the ſorrows in my breaſt : 

If ye will give me eaſe, forbear ſuch flatt'ries ; 
For I receive em with as little joy, 

As ev'n thoſe filly wretches utter them, 

Having no other reaſon but vile 


Card. Moſt glorious and belov'd of Ergland's Queens ! 
— INSERTS 
As a ſuſpicion of its faith to you. 
I dare be bold, and ſay it as a prieſt, 
my country's 


mean 
than liſe, 


And made him ſoon diſcover all your beauties, 
' Thoſe rare. perfections that above your ſex 
Have merited his paſſion and his crown— _ 
Que O reverend, pious, and beſt of Cardinals! 
Who too well knows 
By whoſe high hand I climb'd this malic'd greatneſs, 
And ear this envy'd crown. | 
Curd. May heav'n and ſtars 
Pour their juſt hatred on— 
Queen. Ceaſe execrations ; 1 | 
For ſhould 1 to paſs, ac kcav'n forbid, 
What wauld the miſerable nation do? 
Beſides, twere pity to the King and me, 
That we hould loſe fo exquiſite a head, 
And ſuch \ prelate ſhould be damn'd ſo ſoon. 
Card. Tu thouſand ſaints more than my royal maſter 
Are witneſſtz to th' truth of what I fay. 
Queen. As many ſaints and myriads of bright angels ; 
Can witneſspf the blacknefs of thy ſoul, 
That cankeryi firſt the conſtience of thy maſter, 
Miſleading lin with hopes, to purge a fin, 
To act the waſt, ev'n a religi ilt — 
Card. The \iſe and juſt in omnipotence 
nern. No re. ' 2 | 
Hell's not ſo ful of torment, as thy foul 5 
Has blaſphemiegto be rewanled in it 14 
Give me ſome ele, juſt heat n! if there be any 
My Lords, if thae's no mot for you to act, 1 
To perfect or unmite this cetmony, 
(Oh tha: it could by done) retre a while, 
And lea me with ny women for ſome moments 
What ! am then ayris'ner to be 
Has then a throne cok me ſo der a price, 1 
As forſeĩt of my liberty of thinking 5 
Do princes barter for their 
Good Heav'n! not thiak! nor phy, i 
If Pm a Queen, why au I not od? 
Card. We'll ail perform y dur Mijeſty- | 
2 we ED up — —eY i 
ueen. Am oO, ro this worrying ſcene : 
Of diſmal hate has always loads I monarch, 
And racks him with diſſerbling tonures ? 
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O wretched ftate of princes ! that want nothing 
But a retreat front buſineſs and from crouds ; 
Yet wanting that, want ev'ry thing that's happy, 
A ſoul at eaſe ! O ſacred ſolitude ! 

How airy and delightful are thy walks ! 

No ſtinging ſerpent, nor worſe inſect, man, 
Diſturb thy fragrant and enamell'd paths ; 

No winter blaſts, nor autumn winds, moleſt 
Thy ſacred grottoes ; all around is ſummer ; 
Nothing broods there but an eternal ſpring, 
Mild as all May, and beautiful as Eden : 

Thou charitable good, that from th* afflicted 
Unloads the — burdens that oppreſs them, 


And plants in ev'ry breaſt inſtead ! 
Enter a Lady. 
Lady. The Lady Diana Talbot begs admittance, 
To pay her duty to your majeſty. 


Juec n. Whatiay'f! 'Thou'ft rous'd a dragon in my breaſt, 
Which I had then ht for ever to have huſht : . 
IT nat name ſets ev ry 7 ** again at work 
Within me — Talbot ! how art thou miſtaken ? 
She's Piercy's now; and Piercy is all her's. 

Lady. Shall ſhe be brought to your preſence ? 

Auen. Ay—No—Yes — 
Do any thing, fo *twill be ſure to kill me: 
O Piercy ! Piercy ! would thou ne'er hadſt been 
Unfaithful; or at leaſt, in being ſo, 
Hadſ never taught me how to be reveng'd : 
But, oh! the diſmal pain is all my own : 
And, like an arrow from an o'er-bent bow, 
The haſty dart turn'd back, and hurt myſelf, 
Wounding that breaſt where I leaſt meant my aim. 
How ſoft and tender were our mutual vows ! | 
Which fince another's charms like lightning blaſted ; 
Whilſt parents threats, and King's authority, 
Rent me, like thunder, from my fix'd reſolves: 
Thou'rt marry'd now; and all thoſe am'rous ſighs, 
And — tears, with thouſand extaſies, 
Which we both learnt and taught to one another, 
Like innocent children, * ſchool of love, 

Are 
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Are now the arts with which, falſe man! thou'ſt taught 
Another's fond believing heart, they are. 


Enter Lady Diana Talbot. 


She comes, triumphant in her eyes the joy 
That once, like tides, o'erflow'd my fruitful breaſt. 
How proud ſhe bears herſelf to ſee my pain! 
Whilſt I look up to her, and ſigh in vain ! 
But I will hide it; and forgive me, heav'n, [Diana reels. 
For *tis the firſt time that I e' er diſſembled 
Riſe, dear Diana, you have been a ſtranger ; 
Could nothing but a Queen drag you to court ? 
F owe this kiadneſs to my royalty, 
And not your friendſhip. 
Diana. Pardon, mighty Princeſs ! 
J had been bleft for ever in your preſence, 
Charming in all eſtates as well as now, 
Had I been miſtreſs of my inclinations, 
Bu 

Juccn. Tis no matter, III allow you reaſon, 
A cauſe fo indiſpenſible and juſt, 
That *twere a fault in me to blame ſuch virtue. 

Diana. Indeed a parent's will ought {till to be 
Obey'd, next duty to your majeſty. 

een. And 2 yet more binding Do not bluſh-- 
Come, I'll unriddle all, and ſpare your tongue 
The trouble, and your baſhful cheeks the fire. 

Diana. What fire, what bluſhes, do you tax me with? 
I feel not any but what wonder raiſes; + 
And bluſh, becauſe I cannot comprehend. 

Yuen. Vou are unkind ; why make it you a ſecret ? 
And but to me, when all the world reports it. 

Diana. There is no ſecret, nothing I would hide 
From ſo ador'd a friendſhip as my Queen's. 

Yucen. Why, d'youtulpetmethen? [Aide] Howloth 
To tell it me! as loth as I to hear it. [ſhe is 
Sure the ſuſpects how fatal *twill be to me: 

And the proud man has triumph'd o'er my weakneſs, 
And told her all my paflion with a ſcorn 
*Tis io; whillt poor regardleſs, innocent I 

Was all the while their cenſure and their paſtime, 
The fool, whole ſtory ated, made em ſport, 


And 


4 
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And gave new edge to all their ſated joys ; 
Nay, and perhaps drew pity from their pride. 
Pity ! good o gods ! muſt I endure their pity ? — _ 
You will not own it then? but tis no matter. [To Diana. 
When ſaw you Piercy ? 
Diana. Piercy, Madam! [ She flarts. 
 Ducen. Les; 
Why did you ſtart ? Has he a name fo horrid ? 
But now you ſpoke as though there were not ſuch 
A man ith” world, and wonder'd at my meaning; 
But yet have all the agonies to hear him nam'd: 
Him you would hide, but cannot hide your bluſhes. 
Diana. Good heav'n ! by what ſtrange miracle have you 
Reveal'd my ſecret paſſion to the Queen? [ A/ade. 
never told my grievance but to you, 
And that but filently in broken fighs 
And ſtifled tears 
2ucen. "Tis plain the is diſturb'd—— 
What can this mean ? Sure one of us is mad! 
Why all this care to hide a truth from me, 
That is the common talk of all the world ? 
There's ſomething in it more than yet I know, 
Which I muſt ſearch into by other means. 5 
Madam, I thought when I had condeſcended [To Diana. 
To ope my breaſt, and mingle friendſhip with you, 
You would not then deny fo ſmall a fecret ; 
And now, when I am a Queen, and may command it 
Therefore be gone. Leave me without reply. 
Henceforth I'll know the perſons better, out 
Of whom I mean to chooſe a friend Farewell — 
Piercy no doubt is not fo fondly nice, 
But brags, and te}ls the world of his proud conqueſt. 
D:ana. Forgive me firſt, then give me leave to tell you — 
How *twas diſclos'd to you, the wonder ſtuns me, 
This ſecret which I thought ſcarce heav'n found out. 
Queen. Racks and worſe tortures, frenzies of the mind! 
Hence; take her from my fight : ſhe will diſtract me. 
Diana. O hear me firſt : your fury's not fo dreadful, 
As is my pain to tell: yet I'll confeſs : [ Kneels, 
A fatal truth it is ; Piercy I love 
Now pity me, and quench my tort'ring bluſhes : 
For heav'n reveal'd it for no ill. 
B 2 Queens 
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Queen. Lam amaz'd: till worſe ind worſe, ſhe ſtabs me; 
And they're abuſes all —— Ingrateful woman! 
VWould'it have me think thy lawful paſſion ſuch a wonder! 
Is it a crime for thee to love thy huſband ? 
Diana. Ha! what's that you ſay? My huſband, ſaid you? 
Meant you to mock th” unfortunate Diana? 
Yuen. No, I will ſay't again; thy perjur'd huſband ! 
Diana. Ah! roval Madam! Piercy is more bleſt; 
We are not marry'd ; he is not my huſband. 
Quern. Ha! [ 1/ide. 
Liana. That were to me too great a happineſs ! 
©4cex. Should this be true, what would become of 
me? [Alide. 
Diana, riſe : are you not marry'd, faid you ? ; 
Diana. $0 far from that, his perſon I have not ſeen 
In twelve long months, this laſt long tedious year, 
Queen. Art not his wife? 
Diana. By all your precious hopes 
And wine, I'm not. 
Queen. Is Piercy then not marry'd ? 
Support me, heav'n! and with a wonder ſave me; [ 4/t. 
Call all thy virtue and thy courage ſtraight 
To help thee now, or thou art loſt for ever. 
Am I then cheated, and is Piercy faithful ? 
If I can bear all this, I challenge Atlas 
To live under a load fo vaſt as mine. 
Ah, Piercy ! injur'd Piercy! injur'd Bullen! 
Put hold, there's yet a greater taſk behind, 
And that is, to diiſemble well. Diana! 
Diana. Madam 
4-2. hou wonder'ſt at my curioſity, 
As tho' | were concern'd at this falſe ſtory. 
III tell thee why: it has been long reported, 
That you and Piercy were in private marry'd. 
Diana. Such a report came likewiſe to my hearing; 
But how 'was rais'd, by whom, or why, I know not. 
Nueeu. Teo well the dreadful cauſe of it IK now. [| A/rat. 
This, when I heard, I took unkindly from you: 
I was your friend ; you ought no more to ſteal 
A marriage from a friend, than from a father : 
And when you aggravated, as I thought, 
By your unkind denial, it enrag'd me; 


For 


— 
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For which I hope, Diana, you'll forgive me 
Methinks I do 33 1 LA la.. 
Diana. Beit of Queens ! 
Thus on my knees I ought to beg that pardon: 
I own I did offend my gracious miſtreſs. 
2ueen. Riſe to my arms — This kiſs now ſeals thee mine 
For ever. | 
Diana. O moſt admirable goodneſs ! 
Queen. This tenderneſs betrays me, melts my ſoul ! [ Ade. 
A fatal engine, that draws all my griets 
Up to my eyes and lips, juſt ready to unload 
And pour 'em in at once into her breaſt, 
Whom I, of all the world, ſhould hide em from. 
Oh! for ſome wild, ſome deſert, to complain in, 
Some vaſt and uninhabitable place; 
Or elſe ſome precipice that buts the ocean, 
That wide, and never to be fathom'd ocean, 
That I might tell th* echoing rocks my woes, 
And count my ſorrows to the winds and ſeas, 
More pitiful, and more relenting far, 
Than falſe and cruel mankind is to me. 
Diana. You ſeem diſturb'd! Ah! what inkuman grief 
Dares ſeize your royal breaſt ? 
Auecn. Come, dear Diana; 
Go to my cloſet with me; there, perhaps, 
Some reſt may quell this melancholy monſter; 
And there it may not be amiſs ſometimes 
To talk of Piercy ; will it? 
Diana. Sacred Queen, 
*T will not; and, oh! I wiſh that the diſcourſe 
Would foothe your foul with as much joy as mine. 
Queen. Theſe are the firſt miſeries, the reſt 
Come rolling on apace ; and, Kath'rine, now 
Thou art reveng'd!— Juſt heav'n, whoſe is the fin ? 
Puniſh not me, I ſought not to be Queen; 
But Henry's guilt amidſt my pomp is weigh'd, 
And makes my crown fit heavy on my head ; 
To baniſh from his bed the chaſteſt bride, 
That twenty years lay loving by his fide ! 
How can I give it, without tears, a name, 
When I reflect my caſe may be the ſame ? 
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And I, perhaps, as ſlaves are to the prieſt, 
Thus gay and fine, for ſacrifice am dreſt! 
Ah! Kath'rine, do not envy me thy throne ; 
For thou art far more happy, that haſt none. 


ACT SCENE L 


Enter Northumberland and Rochford. 


Roch. HE news is ſtrange you tell me of the King. 

North. Moſt wonderful, nor can I gueſs the 

He came juſt now from hunting as his uſe, [meaning : 

There at Sir Thomas For * houſe he was 
Y 


Moft ſplendidly and entertain'd 
At a repaſt. 

Roch. Took he there any thing 
Amiſs? 


Nerth. No; quite contrary, ſo good-humour'd, 
I never ſaw him in my life more pleaſant ; 
But now, inſtead of going to the Queen, 
With words that ſhew'd more diſcontent than rage, 
He order'd all aboat him to retire ; 
And, which is fill more ſtrange, enquir'd for Wolſey; 
Woliey, wiom all men — quite out of favour ! 
Then ſhut himſelf in his bed- chamber, 
And tnere remains; nor durſt the boldeſt venture 
To follow him, and aſk him what he ails 
May not the Queen your filter, think you, be 
The innoceat occaſion ? 

Rach. That's impofiible ! 
For but laſt night he came to her apartment, 
With all the heats and love that could inſpire 
A bridegroom, ſcarcely of an hour's : 
With haſte he ran, and where he ſhould have ſat, 
He kneel'd down by her as his deity ; 
Printing ſoft kiſſes on her lovely hand, 
And ſigh'd as it he had been ſtill a wooing. 

North. Right Ha ſtill : for by this flood of paſſion, 
The ncarer he's to ebb and change. 

Rock. 
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Rach. See | the King. 
North. You're brother to his wife, and may be bold; 
But I'll not venture. [ Exit North. 


Enter King Henry. 
King. Who are you, that durſt preſs on my retirement? 
Ha! Bullen! get thee from my fight ——Be gone 
[Exit Roch. 
Who waits there ? Why am I thus troubled ? 
Let none but Wolſey dare to be admitted. [To the Attend. 
Who can withſtand fo vaſt a ſhock of beauties, 


[ He /its down. 
So many wonders in ſo bright a form? 
When heav'n deſigns to make a perfect face, 
A beauty for a monarch to enjoy, 
Tis feign'd, that the moſt ſkilful ſpirits are all 
Employ'd, and juſt before their eyes is plac'd 
Th'exacteſt, lovely'ſt angel for a pattern: 
If it be true, this only muſt be ſhe, 
And muſt be mine — Who's there? the Cardinal ? 


E nter Wolſey. 


Card. The humbleſt vaſſal of his god-like maſter. 
King. Come hither, Sir I ſent for thee, my Wolſey; 
And doit not wonder, when but yeſterday 
J took from thee tlie ſeal and chanc'lior's place? 
But 'tis no matter: do not care, I ſay; 
I love you ſtill in ipite of all your foes ——= 
You have malicious enemies at court ; 
Belides, the Queen, my Lord, is no good friend 
Of yours, 
Card. Wretched am I, that have incurr'd 
My King's diſpleaſure, and my Queen's dire hatred ! 
But m'innocence, when I am dead, perhaps, 
May to my royal maſter, tho? too late, 
Appear. 
King. Talk not of death, good Cardinal, 
For I have buſineſs with thee firſt——By heav'n 
He that dares mutter Wolſey is a traitor, 
Shall die for a worſe traitor as he is : 
Keep thy own ſtill, the biſhopricks of York 
And Wincheſter, and Cardinal, that is 
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Above my grant ; and when I give thee leave, 
Go to thy dioceſe, and live to ſpite em. 
Card. Immortal wreaths, and diadems of ſaints, 
Crown you in heaven for this royal goodneſs. 
I am grown old, too weak to guard me from 
My foes, but for your majeſty's protection. 
King. O Wollſey ! be to me but half fo kind 
As I thall be to thee. Seymour, n.) father! 
The lovely Seymour whom thou told'}t me of, 
I did devour her beauties trom thy lips, 
And fed my ears with the delicious feaſt ; 
But ſince, I've ſeen this wonder of her ſex ! 
The charming'ſt creature e'er adorn'd the world; F 
And find her all as far above thy praiſes, s 
As heav'n can be beyond man's frail deſcription. 7 
Card. Have you then ſeen her, Sir? 4 
King. O yes, my Wolley ! | 
And having ſeen ter, gueſs, I needs muſt be 


But wretched without her, or thy aſſiſtance. | 
Card. This = as I expected. [Ala. - 
King. Help thy prince! * 


Why art fo flow * Has Wolſey loft his courage ? 
That wit that emperors and popes has ſway'd ? —— - 
So, let thy brain — to travail now; 
Bring forth, thou more than king, thou more than man; 
Thou haſt a mine within that ſubtie breaſt, 
The ſtone which dull philoſophy has toil'd 
In vain for Make me maiter of thy Indies 
Lend me thy wit to purchaſe Seymour tor me. 7 
Card. You have the means already in your hands; 
Pow'r is the greateſt charmer of that ſex. 
King. Command my pow'r, my kingdoms to thy aid, 
Join to thy fox's tail my lion's ſkin ! 
Take thou my ſcepter, bind it to thy croſs, | 
And to thy mitre add my humble crown ; 
"Tis all my Wolſey's; Wolſey ſhall be king: 
I aſk but only Seymour in exchange. 
Card. You bid too much; ſend for her ſtraight to court; 
Make her a marchioneſs, or elſæ a dutcheſs : f 
There's hardly now a woman but will fell 
A fooliſh honour that none ſees, for that 
Which makes a noiſe and ſplendor in the world. 


King, 
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King. How thou deceiv'ſt my eager expectations 
This Than done without ſuch rare advice: 
But, oh, ſhe is inflexible to all! 


Deaf to the ſounds of vanity and pomp. a 
its 


And more remorſeleſs than a ſaint or 

Her chaſtity cold as the frozen ſtream, 

And then as hard, and never to be thaw'd, 

As cryſtal rocks, or adamantine quarries : 
That, oh, I fear, had I but what I covet, 

The crown from Bullen's head, to offer her, 

'T would ſcarcely tempt her to thy prince's bed. 

Card. Then, Sir, I doubt tis hardly in my pow'r 
To help you. 

King. Ha! falſe and ungrateful man ! 

Is that then all the hope your brain can give me? 

Card. It is impoſſible, if ſhe be virtuous, 
That e er ſhe ſhould be had by force or cunning : 
Therefore apply this remedy a while, 

Have but a little patience till tis lawful. 

King. Traitor and pois'ner of thy maſter's reſt, 
Muſt I deſpair ? Is that thy precious counſel ? 
Did I deſcend to aſk advice from hell ? 

Conſult thy wicked oracle for this, 
To tell me what is lawful ? 
Card. Underſtand me. 
2 me ſome hopes, or, by thy damn'd am- 
ition, 
Pl crumble thee to duſt, puff thee to nothing; 
And make thee leſs, and more dejected far, 
Than the baſe fellow that begot thee, prieſt. 

Card. Hear me but — 

King. Why didit thou infect my breaſt, 

And with thy ven'mous tongue deceive me, worſe 
Than the old ſerpent, that in paradiſe 

Betray'd the firſt of mankind with a bait ? 

So thou, lurking and hid amid the charms 

Of Seymour's rare and unſuſpected beauties, 
Sung l me her praiſes in ſuch tempting words, 
That I with raviſh'd ears fwallow'd the ſound, 
And never ſaw the ſting I ſuck'd in after. 

Card. You will not give me leave t'explain myſelf, 
Nor yet to give you remedy. 


K ing, 
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King. Tell me ; 
For remedy I'll have from heav'n or hell, 
Or Pll take thy blood, thy ſcorpion's blood, 
And lay it to my grief till I have eaſe. 

Card. Your fury will not let you underſtand me. 
When I advis'd to ſtay till it was lawful, 

At the ſame time I meant to let you know, 
"Twas not a thing ſo hard to bring to pals. 

King. Ha! faid again like Wolſey! Tell me ſtraight, 
My ſoul waits at the portal of thy breaſt, 

To raviſh from thy lips the welcome news, 
Ere they have minted into words thy thoughts. 
Quick, what can lawfully make Seymour mine ? 

Card. Make her your Queen. 

King. Make her my Queen ! 

Card. Yes, Sir. | 

King. Sure I but dream: what doſt thou mean ? or how? 

Card. Inveſt her head with Anna Bullen's crown. 

King. Sure thou art mad, and would'ſt make me ſo too— 
What, whalft ſhe lives? 

Card. Ay, whilſt the lives, I ſaid : 

Is that ſo ſtrange a thing that ne'er was done? 
Divorce her. 

King. Ha ! 

Card. What is't that makes you ſtart ? 
Divorce her, and take Seymour to your bed. 

King. How! Take good heed what tis thou pull'ſt upon 
Thyſelf Divorce my lawful, virtuons wife 
Without a cauſe ! 

Card. There is a cauſe. 

King. What is't ? 

Card. Pretend remorſe of conſcience. 

King. Gods ! 

Card. Ne'er wonder: 

Say you are troubled and diſturb'd within. | 

King. Eternal villain ! Lucifer the damn'd! IA. 
Traitor, at what ? 

Card. At that which ſeiz'd your mind, 

When Kath'rine you divorc'd for Anna Bullen ! 
Conſcience ! —— 


King. Horrid, tormenting fiend ! = 
Thou know'ſt the was my brother's wife; and Bul 8 
a 
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On no ſuch juft pretence I can diſclaim. 
Card. No matter ; on the like diſtruſt of conſcience 
That made you do the one, you may the other. 
Give out that ſhe's not lawfully your wife, 
The firſt alive; and that you never had 
A diſpenſation from his Holineſs. 
King. His Holineſs ! l'm blaſted with the thoughts. 
Pernicious traitor ! how can this be done ? 
Card. Leave it to me: conſent you, tis enough; 
And I'll engage, on forfeit of my life, 
To get 2 licence from our Holy Father, 
To diſannul this marriage, and to take 
Into your lawful bed the beauteous Seymour. 
King. But then ſhall I remain unfrecd from Kath'rine ? 
Card. The church ſhall grant a diſpenſation too 
For that. 
King. What horror's this I hear! Can this be true? 
In all my wanton and luxurious youth, 
Or in my blackeſt thoughts of luft and rage, 
I neer yet found one wiſh "_ , * them 
Of ſuch a deep infernal hue. The horror 
Has kindled my whole blood into a flame, 
And made me bluſh a deeper ſcarlet than 
This villain's robe. Diſſoyal, wicked monſter ! 
But I will ſtrive to hide my juſt reſentments. [ Aſade. 
Divorce my ſecond wife without a cauſe ! 
Could it be done, what would the nation fay ? 
What would the action look like, but a hell? 
To warn ſucceeding princes from the like, 
And blot me from the ſcroll of pious kings. 
Could it be lawful, Wolſey, I would hearken. 
Card. Then lawful it ſhall be in ſpite of ſcruples : 
I ſee your conſcience is an infant grown, 
A child again, and wants to be inſtructed 
Come, let me lead you by the hand, and point 
A way for you to walk on even ground ; 
So ſafe, the niceſt conſcience ſhall commend 
And chuſe it. | 
King. Now thou doſt rejoice thy prince. 
Card. What if ſhe be unfaithful to your bed, 
And prov'd ſo ? 
King. Ha! there's thunder in that word; 


The 
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The bolt ran thro', and ſhiver'd me to pieces. 
Diſloyal to my bed! adult'rous ! hah ! 
Said ſt thou not ſo? Yet hold, if this be true, 
There hangs a ſhow'r of cordial in my reach, 
To cure this horrid fit. Wolſey, beware 
How thou doſt dally with my hopes and fears ; 
Look to't, and ſee you wrong her not : for if 
Thou doſt, by all the plagues thy ſoul deſerves, 
All hell ſhall be too little for thy carcaſe ; : 
| New hells ſhall be created, and more hot 7 
i Than what's prepar'd for traitors, parricides, . 
For raviſhers of mothers, luſtful nuns, 
For Lucifer himſelf t'endure ; nay more 
Than villain, pope, or cardinal e'er felt. 
Speak how thou know'ſt it. Quick. 
Card. Alas! my Lord, 
I never meant, it enter'd in my own 
Particular knowledge ; but it is reported, 
' King. Reported, ſaid'ſt thou! is not that enough? 
Report ! Why ſhe's damn'd, if ſhe's but thought 
A whore, much more reported to be ſo. 
"Tis not the act alone that wrongs thy king; 
Each ſmile, each glance, and ev'ry wanton look, 
That's meant t'another, if I leave unpuniſh'd, 
Shall brand me with the ignominious name 
Of Wittal, which is — Make me but ſure, | 
That the leaſt breath has utter'd ſuch a ſound, | 
Or whiſper'd to the air that ſhe's unchaſte, k 
By all the horrid fiends that puniſh luſt, | 
And by the black concupiſcence of hell, 
Pl tumble her from the throne into a dungeon. — 
Name me the man that is ſuſpected. 
1 Card. Piercy. 
4 King. Piercy ! 
Card. Yes, Sir, he's the man ſhe dotes on : 
»Tis he lies _ in her breaſt than ever; 
For him ſhe ſighs, and hoards up all her withes ; 
Gives him her perſon warm, inſpir'd with paſſion; 
Whilſt for yourſelf, ſhe only treats you with 
The cold dead body of departed love. 
King. Is Fiercy then at court? 


Card. 
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Card. He is this day 
Arriv'd. 
King. How! come without my leave, fay'ſt thou? 
Card. He is, no doubt, to conſummate their joys, 
Their figns and tokens to compare ; which they, 
By letters and devices in their abſence, 
Have hourly plotted to deceive you, Sir, 
And put in ice when the time is ripe. 
King. Hell and tormenting furies—— 1 believe thee. 
Card. Nay, in your bed, and in her dreams, ſhe think: 
on't; 
When pleaſures made you dull, it whetted her- 
King. Hold, I can hear no more. By all my wrongs 
And cheated hopes, thou bring'ſt to my remembrance , 
How all complaiſances to me were dragg'd 
And forc'd from her, like mirth from one in torture 
Sometimes [ 1 * 11 all — 72 tears, 
With gales of „ juſt blowing off thoſe ſtorms 
In fear away : 7 Anka again A bluſhes, 
As if then all the wanton heat of love 
Were darting thro? her eyes to meet my flame ; 
But when with eager haſte I catch'd her in 
Theſe arms, and preſs'd her lips, alack ! I found, 
Inſtead of ſummer there, no ice ſo cold; 
Inſtead of breath that would revive the dead, 
No air fo chill, no winter blafts ſo keen. 
Card. Thus all her actions ſtill will be to you: 
The roſes of her blood ſhe keeps for him, 
The thorns for you—— Had you been Piercy then ! 
King. Let me embrace the ſaver of his prince, 
The dear preſerver of my life and honour ! 
What ſhall I do for thee, my friend? 


Re-enter Rochford ! 

Card. Here's Rochford ! . 
Pray ſmooth your brow, and hide — diſcontent : 
And now $ &- T g to the Queen, ſmile on her. 
Mean while ſhe'll tumble, like a haſty child, 
And act more plain and open to your juſtice ; 
And whan you find her tripping, on the ſudden 
Strike, like the hand of heav'n, a ſure revenge, 
And never let her riſe — 


King 
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King. I will 

My Lord, you may come near : where is the Queen ? 
[To Rock. 


Rach. I left her in the drawing-rocm. 

King. Ah, Wolſey! 
What angel e'er ſo bright as woman was, 
Had not the firſt jcorn'd her Creator's laws? 
For neareſt his own likeneſs they were made, 
Till they by falſeneſs did their ſex degrade. 

[ Exeunt King and Cardinal. Manet Roch. 

Rach. What means this ſudden alteration ? 


Enter Piercy. 


Is not that Piercy ? Oh! too true! he comes 
Not like a joyful bridegroom, as was told thee, 
Poor cheated fitter ! but like one, alas 
That knows already the baſe wrongs our friends 
Have heap'd upon him! Where ſhall I avoid him? 
Ah! why muſt I, of all the plot, be curſt, 
To look upon a face fo full of horror ; 
That like a hell, at once upbraids my guilt, 
And laſhes me with the remembrance ? 
Piercy. Methinks I walk like one that's in a dream, 
A horrid dream, and fain would be awake! 
"Theſe rooms of ſtate look not as they were wont, 
When Anna Bullen oft has ran to meet me; 
But ſeem like fairy-land, a wilderneſs. 
My friends, like beatts that never yet ſaw man, 
Start at my ſight; and ſhun me worſe than fire. 
What mean you, heav*ns ! what mean thoſe boding viſions ! 
O that ſome friends, ſome friends indeed, would meet nie! 
And wake me out of it—— Behold, tis grated ! —— 
Is not that Rochford there ? my deareſt brother 
Roch. My Lord, my Piercy ! 
Piercy. Come thou to my arms 
Methiuks thou art concern'd to fee thy friend: 
When I embrace thee, *tis a pain, I find; 
Thy triendihip is as cold as winter blaſts, 
Or chill as age 15 to a tender virgin ! 
What ails my friend? ſay quickly. 
Rach. Nothing ails me. 
Piercy. Nothing! why look ſt thou then ſo full of Lo rar: 
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Thy down-caſt eyes call to my ſad remembrance, 
How paſling by yon gallery of pictures, 
That happy gall'ry that was once the ſcene 
Of many a joyful meeting with thy ſiſter ! 
Lcoking with wonder on theſe famous perſons, 
Whom the rare painter had with ſo much art 
Deſcrib'd, to make poſterity amends ; 
For their bright forms, now moulder'd in their urns ; 
With their immortal ſhapes of beauty here : 
There, as we us'd to walk, none e'er ſo kind, 
With loving arms and tender wiſhes join'd, 
A glad remembrance in their looks we ſpy d, 
Of what their bodies had on earth enjo d: 
With ſtedfaſt eyes they watch'd us all the while, 
And when we ſmil'd, they would be ſure to ſmile ; 
Or if we chanc'd to weep, or ſigh our woe, 
They ſeem'd to pity us, and do ſo too: 
Such ſympathy they drew from all our fears, 
Our very griefs, and ev'ry look was theirs. 

Rech. overflowing of your love-fick fancy. 

Piercy. But mark me now, Rochford ; mind the fad 
- Cataſtrophe. They look not now like friends s 
Of comfort, but like boding Sibyls rather ; 
_ — — all to darting frowns, * 
Whilſt with their ſeeming voice hands, methoug 
They chid and beckon'd me to ſhun the place ; 
As if they did intend to fay aloud, 
Re be 1 — for thou ſhal be 

, „ for t no more. 

Roch. Ah, my Lord! — 

Piercy. Ha! what ſay'ſt thou? *tis enough; 
There angs a dreadful tale upon thy brow, 
And there's ſome horrid meaning in that word 
Let thy dire looks ſpeak all the reſt, I pr'ythee ; 
Thou'ſt pierc'd quite thro? me like an ague fit, 
Stopp'd ev'ry circling paſſage of my blood, 
And made me ſweat big drops as cold as ice—— 
Say quick, how fares thy ſiſter? is ſhe well? 
My love, my wife ! did I not call her wife? 
Spear, is the living? is ſhe dead? If fo, 
And thou dar'ſt utter it! plant thy dread voice 
Juſt like a cannon to thy Piercy's breaf, 
And ſhiver me to pieces. 

C 2 Rechy 
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Roch. By theſe words 
I find he knows not of my ſiſter's marriage Ltd.. 
Still worſe and worſe——Alas! my Lord, 9725 F ' 

0 Pi . 

Piercy. Lives! Oh the joy ! but is ſhe ought than well ? 
Tell it with ſpeed! why didſt thou fay, Alas ? 

Rach. Well ſhe is too. 

Piercy. Then bleſſed be that voice ; 

But why thou ſpeak'ft it with ſuch eold reſerve, 
I cannot gueſs. Oh, tell't with Joy 5 

Tell it aloud with ſnouting to the ſpheres, 
That they may echo with glad harmony, 

Thy ſiſter lives: my Bullen is in health. 

Lech. She is in health : but 

Piercy. Ha! but what? ſpeak out: 

Why doſt thou torture-me with dire ſuſpence ? 

If there be any thing can now be calPd mifortune, 
When thy dear ſiſter is in health, out with it; 

Let it be worſe than thunder, I can bear it. 

Reach. Alas! kind Piercy, force not me to tell you; 
Too ſoon you'll hear the news from one perhaps 
'Than can relate it, rocky as he is, 

Without a ſigh or tear in pity of you. 

Pizrcy. Ye heav'nly pow'rs! what does my Rochford 
Methinks the Joyful tidings in my breaſt, [mean ? 
'That's ſhe's in health, do chide me for my fears ; 

But then again a fatal heavineſs 

Straight intercepts this dawn of comfort there, 
And like a cloud hides all theſe new-born beams 
Of hope, and bids me dread I know not what. 

J am in hell, in tcerments! worſe, in doubt 
Is there no balſam that can cure this ſting ? 

No CEdipus that can unfold this riddle ? 

1 pr'ythee, gentle Rochford, do not rack me: 
Take off this heavy weight that ſinks thy brother. 
Come, flatter me, if thou'rt afraid to tell 

The truth, and ſay that all theſe killing words 
Vere not in earneſt. 


Enter Northumberland. 


Rach. See, your father's here. 

Piercy. He will take pity, and relez% me, ſure. 
North. Harry, thou art moſt welcome to thy father; 
. Welcome 
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Welcome to all, n 

Rejoice, my ſon, and deck thy face with ſmiles : 

There's love and fortune coming towards thee. 
Piercy. Pardon me, beſt father ; ſpare my anſwer. 


[ Knee/s, 
Oh, tell me firſt what news is from my love? 
How does my miſtreſs fare ? and what's become 
1 Of beauteous Anna Bullen? Quickly, Sir. 
#1] North. Why, what's become of her? She's very well. 
C What ſhould become of her? She's marry'd, fon. 
k Piercy. Marry'd! 
| North. Marry'd! ay, marry'd, that ſhe is! 
| A Queen ſhe's too, a joyful Queen, I tell thee. 
Piercy. Marry'd! and to the King! By all my hopes, 
By all our chaſte, eternal vows of love, 
It cannot be, altho* my father ſays it; 
You, whom [ll credit ſooner than an angel. 
Marry'd | my Anna Bullen falſe and marry'd! 
Perſuade me that the fun has loſt its virtue; 
The earth, the teeming earth, forgot to bear; 
T hat nature ſhall be nature now no more ; 
That all the elements ſhall vaniſh ſtraight, 
Turn to confuſion, and in Chaos ſhrink ; 
And you, and I. and all the living world, 
Are what we were before we were begot: 
All this muſt be, when Anna Bullen's falſe. 
North. I tell thee, raſh and diſobedient boy, 
* Marry'd ſhe is, without ſuch miracles. 
7 Piercy. Ah deareſt father, on my knees I beg you, 
Repeat that horrid, diſmal word no more ; 
To be obedient, and at once to hear 
| My miſtreſs wrong'd, is not in Piercy's pow'r. 
| Here, cruſh this inſe&, pound me into duſt, 
I'm at your foot! Oh, lay it on my neck, 
And puniſh me with death, ten thouſand deaths; 
For whilſt I live I muft be guilty till, 
And ne'er can think that Anna Bullen's falſe : 
O Sir, be mercitul and juſt at once, 
And ſay you did it but to try your Piercy. | 
North, Rite, and repent, 4 do not tempt my anger; 
Which thou ſhould'ſt feel, but that I pity thee, 
And think thy folly x enough, 


3 Piercy. 
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Piercy. See, Sir, her brother's more concern'd than J, 
To hear fuch words. Come, tell them, deareſt Rochford ; 
Proclaim her virtues loud as cherubims ; 

Tell 'em theſe rocks, they may in time relent, 

And hear the ſad complaints of injur'd honour: 

Is ſhe not chaſte ? chaſte as the virgin light, 

And conſtant as the turtle to its mate; 

Her perſon ſacred ſtill to all mankind, 

Aud | wore leſs corrupted, leſs defil'd, 

'Than is the lovely blue that fragrant hangs 

On autumn fruit, or morning dew on roſes. 

North. Tell him, my Lord. 

Piercy. Oh, hear thy charming ſound ; 

Tell 'em, and undeceive em, friend; tell 'em, 

How thou wert by when firſt we plighted troths, 

And ſwore — faith, eternal love, 

By ev'ry ſaint, and ev'ry ſtar that ſhone, 

Who then look'd down as joyful witneſſes, 

And darted forth in all their bright array, 

To ſee our loves that ſhin'd more bright than they. 
Gent. My Lord, the King and Queen are paſſing by. 
Nerth. Look you, romantick Sir, behold your miſtreſs, 

Whoſe bride ſhe is. 

King and Queen, Lords and Ladies paſs over the Stage. 
* * oat wad word. hs the Eat. 

Piercy. By the immortal pow'rs that gave me life, 

And eyes, and ſenſes to believe, tis ſhe —- 

It is the King, and Anna Bullen crown'd ! 

Why, father, Rochford, friends, is it not ſo? 

And did ſhe not like haughty Juno walk? 

Who, as ſhe held the thund'rer by the hand, 

Look'd down with ſcorn on the low world, from whence 

She came; ſo did the caſt a loathing eye 

Upon tie place where humble Piercy ftands — 

Now you are mute, dumb as thoſe conjurations 

You hir'd juſt now from hell to be my ruin : 

Ha! is't not fo ; Confeſs that it is ſo, 

And I am bleſs'd ; own it, and make r Piercy happy. 
Rach. Alas! my Lord, afflit your Find no more ad 

*Tis torment to your friend to ſee you thus. 

Perg. Friend, ſay'ſt thou? I diſclaim that name in all, 
In father, brother, ſiſter, and companion; 

| Nature 
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Nature itſelf abhors it like the plague, 

And baniſhes that gueſt from all her creatures —— 

Falſe brother to the falſeſt woman living ! 

Was it for this, that I was ſent from court? 

Was it for this, the ſubtleſt of her ſex 

Sent me a letter with ten thouſand charms, 

To let me know that I ſhould write, and ſhould 

Be written to, no more till my return ? 

T' avoid ſuſpicion, as ſhe faid ; but *twas 

To flatter me, that I ſhould not miſtruſt her. 
Roch. By heav'n, and all that's true, ſhe's not to blame. 
Piercy. Here, Rochford, rip and tear her from my heart, 

Faſt rooted as ſhe is: the poiſon ſwells, 

O lance it with thy ſword, and give me eaſe : 

She's hell ! ſhe's worſe! ſhe's madneſs to the brain ; 

I am poſſeſt, and carry an hoſt of devils : 

For he tkat wears perjur'd woman here, 


Has in his breaſt ten thouſand fiends to ſcourge him. 


Re-enter Northumberland. 


North. Come, my beſt Son, the King ſalutes thee, Piercy; 
Come, ſee the bride he has prepar'd for thee, 
And think no more of Anna Bullen now. 
Piercy. Ha! bring me to her ſtraight! Is ſhe a woman, 
A bright, diſſembling, and — woman ? 
Sm as the ſmiling, pitileſs ocean 1s by firs ? 
But then her heart as rocky, deep, and fathomleſs : 
Has ſhe a face as tempting as the fair 
Deceitful fruit of Sodom, but when taſted, 
Is rottenneſs and horror to the core ? 
Is ſhe ſo kind, that nothing can be kinder? 
Nay, were ſhe Anna Bullen all without, 
And Bullen all within, I'd marry her, 
To be reveng' d! 
Nerth. Thou doſt rejoice thy father: 
She is as good and beautiful as angels, 
And has ten thouſand pounds a year; which added 
To thy eſtate, will make you far more happy 
Than Harry with his crown, or Anna Bullen. 
Piercy. Come, bring me to her: when ſhall we be marry'd ? 
North. When my ſon pleaſes : if thou wilt, to-morrow. 
Piercy. To-morrow! Now: to-morrow is too late: 
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What! muſt I waſte a day, and loſe a ſmile ? 
The King with Bullen revels all this while. 
Haſte, thou flow ſun ! when wilt thou bring the morn ? 
And when, Oh when, ſhall the long day be worn ! 
That theſe triumphant arms may ſeize my bride, 
And claſp her gently like a wanton tide. 
In floods of extaſies Ill drown and ſay, 
Thus Harry and his Queen liv'd all the day; 
Thus he embraces her all o'er and o'er ; 
Whilſt for each kifs I'll reap a thouſand more: 
And for each pleaſure they Rall act that night 
I' pattern them, and double, with delight: 
But for that rareſt bliſs we bluſh to own, 
Spite and revenge much more my joy ſhall crown. 
[ Excunt. 


* 


ACT m. SCENE I. 


Enter Cardinal and Blunt /everally. 


Car. AIL tothe facred Queen of wit and beauty 
Hail to the empreſs of the world that ſhould be 


Blant. What news ? what ſong of comfort brings my 
Wolfey ? 


Methinks your looks ſhine like the ſun of joy, 

And ſmiles, more glitt'ring than your robes appear: 

Come, for | long to be partaker of it. 

Say, is it great? ſhall Bullen ſink to hell? 

Shall this proud exhalation vaniih ftraight ? 

Or, ſhall ſhe ſtill be Queen, t'affront my Wollſey ? 
Card. No; I'd firſt pawn both body and ſoul to hell, 

For a dram of poiſon that would kill 

The heretick. 


Blunt. Oh famous Cardinat ! 


Rome's facred champion, and the ſaint of Rome ! 
What can reward thee but the witre here, 
And when thou'rt dead, a mighty throne, as high 
As was great Lucifer's before Nis fall? 
Card. Have I not liv'd more ſplendid than the Sag? 
ore 
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More aw'd and famous than was Harry ſlill? 
Have I not ſcatter'd with a lib'ral hand, 
And ſow'd more ſeed to charity, than all 
The kingdom elſe ? built ſuch vaſt palaces, 
As neither Italy nor Rome can pattern ? 
Which En 's monarchs have been proud to dwell in. 
Blunt. And but for thee the nation been ſcorn'd. 
Card. Who fram'd ſuch ſumptuous embaſſies as I, 
With ſuch a glorious train of — deck'd, 
As*Germany and France both wonder'd at, 
And thought that all the nation follow'd me, 
Whilſt Tudor here, as a leſs King than I, 
Was ſerv'd but with the gleanings of my pomp ? 
Blunt. Twas Wolſey, our great maſter's greater ſervant z 
Who, as he rode to meet the emperor, 
Ere he approach'd, firſt check'd his pamper'd ſteed, 
And at diſtance to receive that monarch ; 
Whilſt Maximilian, as became him beſt, 
Firſt did alight, and firſt embrac'd my Wolſey. 
I I and the nation ? 
Shall then this ſtrong foundation of my 
Be undermin'd by ſuch a wretch as Bullen ? 
By as 1 ous of a ſpleenful woman ! 
thin ve made ; a pu neen, 
Dreſt eee 
And all her motions guided by this hand ! 
Blunt. Shall ſhe then mount the fame to ruin Wolſey ? 
Card. No: by myſelf, the moment ſhe attempts it, 
She pulls a dreadful tow'r her head. 
When I begin to totter, if I muſt, 
Like a huge oak that's leaning o'er the wall, 
Pl take my aim, and cruſh her with my fall 
Piercy's arriv'd ; there's aid for your revenge. 
Blunt. J heard fo, and perceiv'd it by the Queen. 
Card. By that ſhe has diſcover'd the deceit, 
And finds him innocent, now tis too late: 
This makes her careleſs to her own undoing ; 
For when the am'rous King comes, loaded with 
Big hopes, and thinks to take his fill of joys ; 
Straight, like the ſenſitive nice plant, that ſhrinks, 
And on a ſudden gathers up its leaves 
When tis but touch'd, ſhe will contract her *. a 
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And ſhut em from him in her ſullen boſom, 
As cold as winter to his warm embraces : 
This, when the vext and paſſionate King perceives, 
He'll hate, and caſt her from him in a rage. 

Blunt. See | yonder's Rochford coming towards us, 
Big with glad looks ; I hope to be deliver'd 
Of ſomething that will forward our deſign. 

Card. I will retire, and leave him to your care, 
To manage him with all the art of woman ; 
All hell, if heaven wont, inſpire your wit 
And malice. 


Enter Rochford. 


Rach. Brighteſt of thy dazling ſex, 

That wears the charms of all the world about thee ; 
How have I been this long, long hour in pain, 

In torments, and in darkneſs all the while ! 

Sun of my joy, to waſte the tedious day ; 

And ftar, to gaze the live-long night away, 

Bluat. O, you are grown a courtier now indeed, 
My Lord ; but 'tis no wonder, now you are 
Exalted, and are brother to the Queen : 

*Tis hard for one to gain a look from you, 
Without the p Of-——I will not tell o... 

Rech. Ha! brother to the Queen ! to Jupiter: 
And, if my raviih'd ſenſe deceives me not, 

I will not change my flate to ſhine in heaven ; 
To be the darling brother of the fun, 

Or one of Leda's twins that deck the ſky : 
No, Caſtor, I defy thee. 

Blunt. Hold, my Lord ! 

I will not chide you, tho* you have deſerv d it: 
For all thoſe raptures are but ſtarts in love, 
And ſeldom hold out to the race's end; 
Or elſe like ftraw, that gives a ſudden blaze, 
And ſoon 1s out. 
Roch. Oh ſay not ſo, my goddeſs ! 
The negro, neareft neighbour to the ſun, 
That lives under the torrid burning line, 
Feels not the warmth that does poſſeſs my breaſt. 
And, oh forgive the vaſt compariſon ! 
Hell's flame is not fo vehement or laſting. 
| Blunt. 
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Blunt. Enough, my Lord: ll put you to your trial; 
Prepare, and ſee how well you can obey. 
But that you may not ſtrive without all hope, 
Like ſlaves condemn'd for ever to the galleys, 
Here is my hand, an earneſt of my promiſe, 
That as I find you faithful, I'II reward you. 
Roch. Your hand! where am I? tell me, God of love. 
Blunt. But mark me: Hear, as from a prophet, this; 
Be ſure you merit well this firſt of favours, 
And keep the _— vow upon this hand ; 
Elſe I'll denounce a worſe than hell ſhall follow 
Your ſacrilegious crime. 
Roch. Lo, here | ſwear ——— 
But tell me, heav'n! what fignifies an oath, 
When *tis impcfſible I ſhould be falſe ? 
I ſwear upon this altar, breathing incenſe ! 
Eternal love ! eternal conſtancy 
Divineſt, ſofteſt ſweeteſt [Kiffes her Hand. 
Blunt. Go, my Lord; 
And now you have it, brag to my undoing ; 
For never any but your King can 
The like. 
Roch. And he th” unworthy'ſt of mankind ; 
Who having ſuch a jewel in his breaſt, 
The crown not half fo ſacred, were it mine, 
To ſell it for a falſe and glitt'ring trifle : 
So filly Indians barter gold and pearls 
For baubles. 
Blunt. What, your ſiſter ! treach'rous man! 
You do not mean it; nor can I endure 
To hear her fo degraded, if twere real: 
She'as goodnefs, and has beauties more than I; 
And merits what ſhe does poſſeſs, a crown : 
And much the more, becauſe ſhe ſought not for't ; 
Which is the cauſe, I fear, that ſhe's unhappy 
You vitit her, not only as a brother, 
But as a friend, and partner of her counſels ; 
You love like twins, like lovers, or indeed 
As a fond brother and kind ſiſter ſhould. 
How bears ſhe this unwelcome ſtate? or rather, 
How does ſhe brook the wrong that's done to Piercy ? 


Rach, 
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Roch. All her reflexions on it ſtraight will vaniſk ; 
A King and crown are charms invincible : 
No ftorms nor diſcontents can long abide 
Where love and empire plead ; but ſoon will fly, 
Scatter d like miſts, before the ſun of pow'r. 
Blunt. You ſpeak indiff*rently, my Lord, and like 
Miſtruſt of her you love. I long to hear 
The more what you would fain diſguiſe from me— 
Have you ſo ſoon forgot the oath you took ? 
Or is't ſo lately, that you think tis ſcarce 
Reach'd down to hell, to claim you perjur'd there? 
Or think you that I cer can hate the fiſter, 
When with a bluſh I own I love the brother ? 
Falſe and ungrateful man! farewel. 
Rach. O ſtay! 
Rip ope my boſom to my naked heart, 
And read whate'er you think is written there. 
Had I no tongue to ſpeak, I'd ſuffer that, 
Rather than once deny you any thing. 
3 3 1 _ and ges, as I'd = 
is waxen ſoul begins to melt a 3 im; . 
He is my ſlave, my chain'd 2 15 
Oh, that I had but Harry ſo to torture 
But P11 revenge myſelf on this ſoft fool, 
On Bullen, and on all their race at once, 
That were the curſed cauſe of my undoing. 
You find my paſſion and good-nature quickly, [Te Roch. 
That makes you uſe me thus. 
Roch. Ten thouſand pardons —— 
Blunt. No more; I can forgive, if you deſerve it : 


— 4 u, as a ſign of our repentance, 
Govi © iraight the Rs, ond Piercy too : 
You hear he's come to court ; and what you learn 
From them, that aught concerns their former loves, 
From time to time acquaint me with the ſtory ; 
And you ſhall lock the ſecret in my breaſt, 
As ſafe as in your own. 

Roch. Twere blaſphemy 
But to ſuſpect it. 
Blunt. I require this of you; f 
Not that I doubt the virtue of the Queen: 
But know, that worſe than hell I hate the King, 


(Ta 
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To which juſt hatred tis, you owe my love) 
ar wiſh — ſiſter and all human kind 
Would _ _ 380 

Roch. I'll in you. 

Blunt. Come back, my Lord; this readineſs has charm'd 
And now I can't but give you ſome kind hopes— [me: 
You may have leave to viſit me hereafter, 

And tall: of love ; per I'll take it kindly. 

Roch. Bleſt harmony! Happieſt of mankind, I. 

Blunt. And you may write to me, and beſt by proxy: 
For tho” the King-not viſits me, as he was wont, 

Yet he 1s jealous 
Let all your am'rous letters be diſguis'd 

Under the borrow'd name of brother dill, 

Directed to me by the ſtyle of ſiſter. 

Roch. In all things I'll obey my lovely goddeſs ! 

Blunt. Theſe papers once ſhall be of conſequence. [ Ade. 
See the Queen comes, her ſoul in diſcontent, [To Roch. 
And longs to be diſburden'd. I will leave you 
A fit occaſion's offer'd, now ſhe's on 
The rack, to caſe her by a fond confeſſion. [Ex. Blunt. 


Enter Queen and Latizs. 

2ueen. Where am I now? — My brother! Is it you? 
I hear that Piercy's come to court. 

Roch. He is, 

ho Where ſhall J hide my guilty face from him, 
And ſhut me where he ne'er may ſce me more? 
For now I ſtart at ev'ry human ſhape, | 
And think I meet wrong' d Piercy in my way; 
Like one eſcap'd for murder, in his flight 
Shuns ev'ry beaſt, and trembles at the wind, 
And thinks each buſh a man to apprehend him. — 


Exter Diana. 

[ ſent thee to the Queen ; Diana, ſay, 

How fares ſhe in her hopeleſs, loſt cate 2 

What anſwer bring*f thou, that is death to hear ? 
Come, talk of — 4 and fill my breaſt 

With woe: I'll lay my ears to the fad found, 

And thence extract it, as the bees do honey. 

Grief 15 the food that the afflicted live b | 

D Talk 
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thing ; there's nought ſo dreadful as 
» of injur'd Piercy in my breaſt. 
Princeſs Dowager is dead. 
hat Princeſs ! 


to pay my duty to her ? 

for ſhe enjoy'd her ſenſes to the laſt ; 
And then not ſeem'd to die, but fall aſleep. 

zeex. So bold is innocence, it conquers death, 
And after makes amends for all the wrongs 
Suſtain'd in life. 


by your command, 
Of your moſt humble duty, and condole 
Her Majeſty's misfortune and diſtemper ; 
you've ſeen 


Why did you fay, Your Maj 
She ſaid, rr Fes 
Let her not fix on 


to me, 


Muſt die more wretched than the meaneſt creature, 
In a ſtrange country, midſt my enemies; 
Not one of all my relations here 
To pity me, nor friend to bury me. 
And then ſhe wept, and turn'd her gentle face 
The other way, and quickly after dy'd. 

Auen. Go on; why doſt thou this melody ? 


Thy voice exceeds the mourning Philomel's ; 
The dying ſwan takes not that pleaſure in 
Her note, as I in ſuch celeſtial muſick: 

Haſt thou no more of it ? 

Come, play the artiſt : ſhew thou to my fancy 


Th' in- 
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Th' infernal paths that lead to infinite horror; 
Open all the charnel-houſes of the dead, 

And fright away, if it be poſſible, 

The fad remains of injur'd Piercy here. 


Enter King. 
[ Ex. Diana and Roch: 
King. Yonder ſhe is, in tears amidit her glories ! 
Ye laviſh ſtars, what will content this ſcorner ? 
From a mean ſpring I took this ſhining pebble, 
And plac'd her in my heart and in my crown, 
The faireſt and the beſt-lov'd jewel there, 
And fat her on my throne to be ador'd : 
Yet the contemns all this, and would be more, 
The heav'ns are all too narrow for her ſoul ! 
Gods! you mult flatter and deſcend to her, 4 
Or ſhe'll not · ſtir one jot to you — ſhe is 
So very proud. 
Dueen. My Lord! 
King. Sit down again. 
I bur diſturb you, therefore I'll return; 
For ſure they muſt be tender thoughts, for which 
You pay ſuch laviſh tribute from your eyes. 
| Queen. Sir, I was thinking of th* uncertain ſtate 
Of greatneſs, and amongſt its ſad misfortunes, 
What would become of me, alas ! if you 
Which Þ ve no reaſon to ſuſpect) 
hould change your love; I ac'd theſe tears. 
Ui. Y'are in the right, if that ever happen 
But what begers ſuch doubts within your breaſt ? 
You have done nothing to deſerve ſuch fears: 
You love me, and as long as that ſhall laſt, 
Miſtruſt not Harry. 
veen. By my hopes, I do. 
ing. Bleſt ſound : I will hear nothing but my Bullen. 
Wolſey and devil, tempt me now no more LAlide. 
Then ſhake theſe — of ſorrow from thy ; 
And dart thy brighter beams, like April ab- Rus, 
Into my boſom, and thus lock me ever 
Oh ! now I nought remember but thy charms, 
And quite forget whate'er I was before. 
ne word of bliſs, „ from thee, 
2 


To 
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To baniſh hence ſuſpicions, like the plague, 

And clear our brealls | from jealouſies for ever 
What, not a ſyllable do I deſerve ? | 
Theſe kiſſes, flint embraces, and theſe odours, 

Are raviſh'd, and not beſtow'd upon me Ha! 

Queen. What means my Lord? 
| King. What means the trait'rous Bullen ! 

By heav'n ſhe wants the cunning trick and ſill, 
The eaſy, quick delufion of her ſex, 
To hide her — all hell, ſhe's damn'd. 

Aieen. O gracious Sir! 

King. Too gracious not to Kill thee 
For whom, for whom, are your kind looks refery'd * 
Hide you your minion, for his ſaſeguard, do; 

For were he mongſt his happy ſtars, I'd reach him. 
Pm frightful as a ghoſt, or a diſeaſe: 

For when I think to hold her in theſe arms, 

She * les like the q in the toil; 

And yields herſelf unto my loath'd embraces, 

With ſuch a forc'd and aukward willingneſs, 

As men, when are paſt all hopes of life, 
Reſign themſelves into the pow'r of death. 

Pucen. What fiend hath put ſuch thoughts into your 
When did I wrong you? How have I been falſe? I breaſt ? 
Yet I will not complain againſt my Lord; 

Since tis your will Sir, — not obey'd you? 
No flave fo humbly faithful to your pleaſures, 

And in your bed, with bluſhing, paid thoſe duties 
That modeft virgin or chaſte wife could do: 

And if 1 was not wanton, L * 

King. Yes, yes, I have your ou 3 but hell knows, 
And thy falſe ſelf, who tis enjoys thy foul ! 
ou yield to me indeed, tis true: but moſt 
nwillingly you part with your dear ſweets, 

—— it be to deres — iy wok 

ut guard honey with a ſtin 
Gaiĩnſt 1 hate —Your yon = I reſign, 
But as to priſon ; my arms are but the 
Thro' which your mind is longing ftill to be abroad: 
Nay, in the very moment of enjoyment, 

And who would think but then I ſhould be happy ? 
There's ttill another picture in your heart, 


On 
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On which look, and fancy I am he, 
And all tho while I'm ſporting for another. 


Queen re 2 faĩthleſ Lord! 
's voice P my ears 
lik> him, thou'aft od 2s, 


Me 2 virtue well — The King's inconſtancy 


And all the doubts of an unhappy w 
My fears by day, and horrid 


Are come to pals. Emer Piercy 
ner cy. 
Piercy. What, ſhalt I fear to fee her 
And tell her face to face the perjuries 
And falſeneſs that ſhe as heap'd upon her ſoul, 
And ruin'd mine ?—Lo, where the falſe one is ! 
In counterfeited grief? By heav'n, in tears 
As if her ſins already did upbraid her! 
Juſt pow'rs! can ye behold a form ſo fair, 
And ſuffer to inhabit there? 
The morning ſun ris'n from its wat'ry bed, 
Leſs precious drops does on Arabia $ 
And phials of rich April ſhow'rs, 
When he alternate rain and ſun-ſhine pours ; 
Nor is he half ſo beautiful and. gay, 
As ſhe a wiping of thoſe tears away. x 
2ueen. Ha, ! Pm betray'd. Adviſe me, heav'n, - 
What ſhall I do ! ———— Be gone, this place is hell; 
Vipers and addess lurking under ſmiles, 
D 3 And 


by night, 


42 Virtue Betray d; or, 
And flatt'ring cloaths of tate: Oh ! don't tread here g 


Under this maſk of try and beauty 

Is a rude wild; nay, worſe, a dang*rous ocean; 

Into whoſe jaws, love, like a calenture, . 

Will tempt us, where we both may fink and periſh. | 
Piercy. What, can ſo mean a creature fright a Queen ! 

Behold a wretched thing of your undoing : 
Lueen. See he ſtands, the mark of pity, heav'n ! 

Shut, ſhut thy eye%, and fly with har , 

Or view the s and quickſands, if you ſtay ; 

Leſt this Helleſpon 

And, like Leander, — 


t I venture on, 

fate, and drown.— [ Ex. Qu. 
Piercy. Ha! ſhe's ſurpria d! ſhuns me, and flies me! 

And more affri P Nr 

Than ve eſcap'd to earth, 

2 

I = 

But yet ſhe look'd not like a foe upon me; 

And as ſhe told me with her eyes, 

That there was ing in thoſe ſpeaking tears, 

Which might excuſe her, and condemn her Piercy. 


Exter Northumberland. 

North. Son, I am come to tell you joyful news ; 
The King has charm'd the fair Diana to thee, 
And is reſolv'd to marry her to-morrow, 

And celebrate the nuptials with a pomp. 

Piercy. The King ! the King is marry'd, Sir. 


Norto. He is; 
'ĩintends to give her to thee 

Himſelf. Why doſt thou ſtart ? Twas but this day 
You ſwore and vow'd, with all the figns of joy, 
And duty to your father, you'd obey me. 

Piercy. Alas! I did : but cannot heav'n, nor you, 
Forgive a raſh, unhappy man his vow ? 

North. No: by the blood that honours Piercy's veins, 
I fwear, I will not—— 
For marry'd thou ſhalt be, and that to her, 
Or live a vagabond, baniſh'd from wealth, 
From friends and pity ; whilft I will advance 
2 to thy loſt eſtate 
And ice thee ſtarve; nay, more, and loaded with 
The curſes of thy father. Piercy. 
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Piercy. Hold, Sir — 
Pll ſtrive t'obey you; not becauſe I fear 


What miſery or death can do to me ; 
Nor to avoid the hungry lion's den, 
Or dragon's teeth, juſt ready to devour me; 
For know, I plunge into a more dreadful : 
But that I may not be th'unhappy cauſe 
Of dragging wrongful curſes a father, 
Which rather turn upon his head that aims, 
Than hurt the boſom of the innocent. 
Enter Diana. | 
North. See ! ſhe's coming, brighter than a goddeſs — 
FIT leave you, and commit you to her cure. [ Exit North. 
o_ Yonder's the dear-lov'd man, whom all muſt 
ove, 
That loves another too: what ſhall I fay ? [Aldi. 
I” of my ftars, I dote upon a perſon, 
no heart, no eyes that are his own ; 
Nor yet one look that ever can be mine. 
Piercy. Madam ! * hear the news ? M "= 
'd. me 


Ware to be 
Diana. So the King will have it. 
Piercy. The King ! what, would the tyrant be a god ! 
To take apon him to diſpoſe of hearts, 
And join unequal ſouls to one another ? 
O beautiful Diana ! you're all goodneſs, 
A ſtore of virtues in as bright a perſon, 
As heav'n e*er treaſur'd in a form divine: 
If ſo, what can your eyes behold in me ? 
What ſee in ſuch a wretched thing as I, 
To marry me ? 
Diana. How charming is his ! 
And much more charming is wed nc And, Oh— 
How can ſhe e er receive a wound more deadly, [ Afar. 
Than I, tormented with a double dart 
Of love and pi Some kind deity 
Aſſiſt me now, I ſhould thew I love him; 
And teach my tongue how to bely my heart. 
Piercy. You ſeem to ſtudy for ſo plain an anſwer. 
Come, tell me ſtraight my faults, and what you think; 
For here I ſtand the mark of truth to aim at. an 


What is there in this miſerable ſhape, 
To look on without ſcorn ? 

Diana. Now, kind heav'n, 
Lend me the cunning now of all my ſex ! [Alu. 
I like you juſt as as you like me ; [To Piercy. 
Our perſons might, for all you've ſaid of mine, 
Be mended both, and both receive additions : 
And for your nature, I'll be plain, and tell you, 
I could have wiſh'd a man of better humour ; 
But, tis no matter, fince we're both ſo bad, 
We are the fitter then for one another. 

gods ! what miſerable things we are.! [Aldi. 

Oh! when ſhall we attain that bleſs'd abode, 
Where we may never fear to ſpeak aloud 
What's juſt, and is no fin ? 

Piercy. What, do you hate me FOR , 
Then you are ier one degree than I; 
For ſhould dy me, you-are truly wretched. 

Diana. Indeed he little thinks I am that wretch. ¶ Aae. 
Tell me, wherefore ? [To Piercy. 

Piercy. Becauſe the cruel 
Has robb'd me of my whole eſtate of love, 

And left me naked, deſolate, and poor; 

Not worth one figh, or wiſh, if that could pay 
The debt I owe : nay, ſhould you come a begging, 
Cold and half ftarv'd, for ſuccour to my door, 

You would not find, in all this rifled cottage, 

One ſpark, one charitable ſpark, to warm you. 

Diana. Hear, heav'n ! hear, cruel one ! whoe'er thou art 
He loves, tho' I am flighted, ſcorn'd, nay, hated. [ A ſiae. 
Wou'd thou hadſt my kind eyes, my breaſt, my ; 
ket a my vital 2 balm to cure 1 7 

et will our cruel parents have us marry'd : o Piercy. 
Then, fince we muſt, how know we 1 


As, quite forgetting of what ſex 
We mau, like faithful and 
If not like lovers, live together ? 

ercy. Ay; 
And Sn ta III kiſs you like a brother: 
And if you ſigh, or chance to ſhed a tear, 


we are, 
ing friends, 


I will 
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1 will weep too, and aſk you, why you grieve ? 
And you ſhall do the like to me, and ftraight 
Embrace me like a ſiſter ; ſtill rememb' ring 
The ſubject of our juſt complaints ſhall be, 
You, that y*are marry'd ———— 

Diana, You, for marrying me. 

Piercy. O rarely thought; twill be the only means 
To make us happy both againſt our wills. 5 
We'll moan, we'll figh, we'll weep ; we'll all but love — 
Inftead of loving, pity one another. | 

Diana. And who can tell, but pity may at laſt, 

By gentle, ſoft degrees, grow up to love? 

Piercy. Come, let's away then, fince they'll have it ſo ; 

Meet theſe glad rites to all mankind but us ; 

Where the malicious charm ſhall join our curſes, 

And not our perfons, but our woes together. 

Then turn us looſe, like two condemn'd, lone wretches ; 

Baniſh'd from earth, no creature but ourſelves, 

In an old bark on wide and deſert ſeas, 

In ſtorms by night and day, unſeen by all, 

Unpity'd toſs'd, not one dear morſel with us 

To eaſe our hunger, nor one drop of drink 

To quench our raging thirſt : and, which is worſe, 

Without one jot of rigging, fail, or helm to guide as. 
Diana. Forgive me, heav'n! forgive me, all 2 


That ever lov'd, or e'er was ſcorn' d, like me ! 

Tho? tis my fate for ever to be hated, 

Tho' we are doom'd to dwell like wand” ring wretches, 
In worſe than what his worſt of ſorrow paints; 
Yet I muſt love him, and refolve to marry him. 

And now I challenge all the wond'ring world, 

And more admiring angels, if they can, 

To find who moſt is to be pity'd, be 

Or I Quick, let us launch then with a 


; [To Piercy. 
Since tis our King and cruel parents wills. 
Piercy. And give a rare example to the marry'd, 
Of con : for that which ſevers them, 
Poſſeſſion of their pall'd and loath'd enjoyments, 
Our faithful woes ſhall join our lives the faſter. 
Diana. And having each of us ſo mean a ſtock 


Ot 
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Of love, I in your breaſt, and you in mane, 
We need not fear that thieves ſhould come to rob us. 
Piercy. Nor jealouſy to part us. 
Diana. Well then, Piercy, 
When our expected ſentence is perform'd, 
Where ſhall we take our welcome baniſhment ? 
Piercy. To the world's end! far from all fruitful grounds, 
From corn, and wine, or any wanton ſpring ; 
In ſome dead ſoil, fo barren and ſo curit, 
Where neither loathſom weeds nor thiſtles grow. 
Diana. Or ſome deep cave, where winds are all fo ftill, 
And beaſts ſo far remote that we ſhall hear 
No howls, nor groans, but what we make ourſelves. 
Piercy. No : on ſome dreadful rock we'll chuſe to lie, 
Whoſe diſmal top ſeems faſten d to the ſky ; 
Thence we can look on all the world below, 
So full of vanity, fo full of woe 
And ſometimes on the wreck-devouring ſeas, 
The emblem of our preſent miſeries ; 
Sigh for the creatures, think the ſtorms we ſee 
Our cruel parents, and the wretches we. 
Diana. Or waſte our days in wand”ring to and fro, 
And make our lives one harmony of woe. 
Piercy. Till heav'n ſhall rain down pity on us 
Diana. No: 
We'll not be piti'd. Pity's half a cure; 
2 3 comfort, which we'll ne er endure. 
tercy. O my vi partner 
Diazs. Nay, I Tho Joo. 
Piercy. Then here we'll take an oath, and with this 


kiſs, 
Let's ftrike a league with woe ! adieweto bliſs ! 
And now I challenge thee, all-ſceing ſun, 
From his proud proſpect, his high at noon, 
*Mong'f all the wonders of the world, to ſpy 
A couple half fo kind as thee and I, 
Or all the matches that ere love decreed, 
If ever man and wiſe ſo well agreed. 
Love oft-time flies from miſery and pain, 
But we reſolve the cloſer to remain. 
What tho' we wed in hatred, we may mend; 
We but begin where others ſurely end: 
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And each of you that firſt for love, 
We are but ſooner what at laſt you'll prove. ¶ Ex. ambe. 


— 


re. 
Enter Blunt and Rochford. 


BLUNT. 


Y Lord, you act a cunning lover well ; 
Paint a rare paſhon under all diſguiſes : 
Yet, Oh! I wiſh this art had not been t, 
But nature in you, and true love the teacher : 
Yet I will prize and hoard your letters ſafe, 
As I would fragrant flow'rs within my boſom. 
Roch. O my prodigious and exalted foul, 
And my more precious ſtars ! I bleſs you all. 
Is there a man amongſt all your favourites 
So rich, ſo happy, and fo lov'd as I ! 
Methinks, for my dear Anna Bullen's fake, 
If poſſible, I love you better now, . 
Since I dare call you by the name of ſiſter. 
Blunt. And I much more, now I can call you brother. 
Roch. O, my too weighty joys ! immortal ttate ! 
And more immortal love ! | 
Blunt. No more: I'll chide you; 
This is too great, too violent, to laſt. 
Hold! give your paſſion breath, leave ſome for next, 
And love not all your wiſhes out at once——— 
Where is the Queen ? 
Rach. I left her diſcontent. 
Blunt. Why, where is Piercy ? has ſhe ſeen him vet ? 
Roch. Seen him ſhe has; but would not ſpeak to him. 
Blunt. Not ſpeak to him ! oh cruel, moſt inhuman ! | 
Had ſhe but ſeen him in the ſtate as I did, 
She would have ſpoke to him, and dy'd for him. 
Rach. Alas ! her cruelty drew pity from 
Her eyes and mine. 
Blunt. Would ſhe not ſpeak t'him then? 
Rach, No, not a word; but quite o'crcame her pity, 
And 
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And went away reſolv'd ne er more to ſee him. 

Blunt. The reaſon ? > 

Rach. She'd not tell but I muſt doubt 
Her ſcrup'lous virtue is the cauſe. 

Blunt. Impoſſible ! 

Virtue can never lodge with cruelty. 

What ftain were it to th*whiteſt innocence ? 
What crime in the ſevereſt virtue once, 

In her condition, but to hear him ſpeak ? 
Come ! ſhe muſt ſee him 

Roch. Would my life and fortune, 

Nay all my rights of love, and hopes in thee, 
Could purchaſe her conſent to fee him once ; 
Pardon the fallies of moſt mighty friendſhip ; - 
So well I with him, I would all. 

Blunt. Go tell, as from yourſelf, the fad condition 

Her horrid cruelty has brought him to. 

Within this hour he enter'd my apartment, 

Not like the great, the brave, the charming Piercy, 
Whoſe perſon none could fee without adoring ; 
But like a dreadful ghoſt, or horrid ſhadow, 
Far worſe than what dead melancholy midnight 
To frighted men e' er painted in a dream. 

The evil ors of his family 

Ne er look'd ſo mad, nor threaten'd half the woe, 
As he oo : 

Roch. Unhappy Piercy ! 

Blunt. At fff his ight was pointed on the earth : 
There, with a groan, charg'd with a volley of ſighs, 
He lifted up his fatal eyes on me ; iin 1” a 
Could ſcarce behold with mine, they were ſo full 
Of pitying tears 
Then ran 1nto ſuch bitter ſad complaints 
Againſt our ſex's loath'd inconſtancy, 

t I was forc'd tochide him 

Rach. Oh, no more ! 

It wakes my drowſy conſcience from its reſt, 
And ſtabs it with a guilt. 

Blunt. But then at laſt 
From _— into bleſſings ſtraight he fell; 
And on his knees beſeech'd me that I'd plead, 


And beg the Queen, but once to ſee her Piercy. 


LD 


Which 
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Which I, rack'd with compaſſion, promis'd him : 
Alas ! I fear, ' more than I can perform. 
This ſaid, I roſe, and N r 
Therefore I charge you — riendſhip, 
By Piercy's Se nd all the love owe 1 
To me! go and prevail that he may ſee her: 
He faid that you had vow'd to bring't to paſs. 
Roch. IL'Il do it inftantly ; and if the will not, 
PII bear her body in arms by force; 
Her mind, I'm ſure, is willing to be with him. 
Blunt. She's coming ftraight this way ; go quickly you, 
(The miſerable w is yet without) 
And give him notice, now's the time to ſpeak ther ! 
Then ftraight return to hold her in diſcourſe 
Till Piercy comes. 
Roch. So kind and pitiful ! 
May all thy cruel ſex be bleſs'd for thee. [ Ex. Roch. 
Blunt. So—this has prov'd a lucky tale; and now 
This rare intelligence goes to my Wolſey, 
Who'll ſend th' to the watchful Kine, 
Straight to „ 1 him with his wife, like Jaſon, 
Juſt ing of his golden fleece away — 
She comes, ſhe comes, this Player-Queen ; but know, 
This e all thy ſhow ; 
This is a bait, kind ſtars, if you'll not frown, 
With which I'll take revenge, or catch a crown: 
And when ſhe'as got her heav'n, and I my aim, 
Who then dares tell me, that I was to blame ! 
For who contemns a proſp'rous wickedneſs, 
Or thinks that ill, 's fainted with ſucceſs ? 


[Exit Blunt. 


Enter Queen with a Letter. 
vs, om ſhall I do! where teach my trembling 


Their way! Was ever virtue ſtorm'd like mine 
Within, without, I'm haunted all alike : 
Without, tormented with a jealous King ; 
Within, my fears ſuggeſt , thouſand plagues, 


Bid 
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Bid me remember injur'd Piercy's wrongs, 

And brand me with the name of cruel to him ; 
Then on a ſudden a more dreadful thought 
Upbraids me with guilt, 

And tells me that kind pity is a fin. 

Witneſs, and blame not me, y'immortal 'rs! 
When you expoſe two diff rent paths, one good, 
The other bad, and tell not which to take: 

If to obey you is my aim, juſt heav'n ! 

Tis not my fault, if I ſhould chuſe the wrong. 


Enter Rochford. 


Roch. Siſter ! moſt royal, merciful, fair, 
And beſt belov'd of heav'n and all mankind, 
Let your dear brother make it his requeſt 
2 on his knees, po 8 3 
t you would hear th'unhappy Pi 
This — and but this once — without: 
Shall my beſt friend take but his laſt farewel ? 
Grant it, or never more let Rochford ſee you. 
2ucen. O brother, plead no more, tis all in vain ; 
Do not betray thy ſiſter to a guilt, 
And ſtain the cryſtal virtue of a ſoul, 
Which ſtill ſhe holds far dearer than a crown: 
Seek not by vile enchantments to deſtroy 
That innocence which yet is all my force; 
All the defence poor Bullen has againſt 
A jealous huſband, cruel foes, and worſe, 
Againſt the malice of invet'rate hell. 


Roch. What dangers can there be, what guilt in you, 


To hear the wretched and the injur'd pray ? 


Come ; for you will, you ſhall, you muſt now hear him. 
! there's yet a ſubtler 


Queen. No more! no more 
orator 
Than you, or pity, pleads for Piercy here, 
Here in my firm courageous ſoul, and ſtronger 
Than father, mother, or ten thouſand brothers; 
Yet I can that deny. 
Rich, What ſhall I tell him? 


Queen. 


| 
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ucen. Tell him, we are undone ; I muſt not ſee him; 
And what's far worſe, the King is jealous : tell him, 
| love him—tell him, what is falſe, I hate him; 
Say any thing; but let me not behold him: 
For, oh! my weakneſs he fo fierce aſſaults, 
Twill fpoil—'twill wreck my condut—See, he comes. 


Enter Piercy. 


Moft cruel !——cruel brother rather: 
tlelp—take and bear me ſwiftly from the danger. 
Roch. Cait but one look, and you muſt TS rolent, 
Lueen. What ſhall I do? what paſſage _ 
Arm me, kind heav'n! againſt my foe of pity. ak 
Piercy. Still, fall ſhe turns, and hides her treach'rous 


Is't pollble that ſhe can feel remorſe, 

Or pity after all? Qh! no; ſhe loves too well 
The fatal cauſe that purchas'd all this pomp —— 
Stay, Anna Bullen! ftay; my Queen—— perhaps 
It is expected I ſhould call you Queen: ; 


Pierq. Hear me but firſt, and ſhew 

any when wzeck'd haye y dolphins borne, 
And ſafely S 
And in the foreſts, nay, the monſters dens, 
The paſſenger, half-itarv'd for want of food, 
Has by the lions oft been ſpar d and fed: 
But cruel Bullen, cruel beauty kills 
All whom it fetters, moſt on whom it ſmiles : 

| E 22 . Nox 
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Nor can the elements, nor gentler brutes, 
Teach woman to be pitiful or good. | 
| Queen, Now, now, juſt heav'n ! y'are ſhow'ring all 
your plagues | 

At once upon my head, and I will bear em; 
Bear *em like one of and bleſs the weight 3 
Hear my falſe ſelf upbraided, call'd moſt perj ur'd, 
Deceitful, and the monſter of my iex ; 
Ev'n I, who (you revengeful pow'rs above 
K ow) love this cruel chider to a fault ! 
An, Piercy, Piercy —— fly; for life be gone: 
Each minute that you ſtay brings death to both. 

Perc. Ah, hold If not for love, for pity ſtay ; 
And it no juſt complaint can pierce your hearing, 
Then bleſſings ſhall : ten thouſand bleſſings on you, 
If you will hear the curſt of mankind peak. 
Rach. Now, ſiſter, heard you that! by heav'ns, it 

melts me! | | 

Sure Pm turn'd all the woman, you the man. 

Auen. Give me your hand, kind brother, and ſupport 


me; 

Help, for I ſta with the treble weight 
Of ef delpa, and pity! - 
My ſenſes are all charm'd, and feet faſt ty'd & 
To this inchanted floor Quick, or Pm loſt. 

Piercy. Vet turn, if there's one jot of pity in'you 3 
If Piercy e'er was worth one thought, I charge you, 
By the lov'd name of Anna Bullen, ſtay | 

hat then, will nothing move ? Oh, inexorable! 
No, not a look ! not Piercy worth one look? 
Yet, Rochford, hold! canſt thou too be fo cruel! ! 
Fell and obdurate both ! 815 
1 no hope ? bur will you, will you then 

ne ? ee eee | 
een. Fly, brother, ere it be too late; 

For ſhould J liſten but a moment more, 
The ftrength of Hercules were not enough 
To draw me hence, ſo unruly is my body, 
And my unwilling foul ſo loth to part. 


Pier. 
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Piercy. Then with my knees, thus faſt'ning to the 


and thus with my extended arms, 
[Piercy ze upox ber Robes 
I'll force and charm you, till y have heard my laſt 
Complaint : and then forbear to pity if you can. | 
ren. Why doſt thou hold ?—Why do I hold my- 


ſelf ? 
Piercy. Ten thouſand curſes light upon her ſoul 


Your 


In hell; and worſe, what mine on earth 
That firſt taught woman falſhood ———— 
If for a crown ſhe's falſe ! oh, may that crown 
Sit loathſome on her forehead as her crimes ; 
May adders neſt within th'ambitious round, 
And into ſtings the fatal ermins turn; 
When dead, may all the miſeries ſhe feels 
Be thro? the world recorded, as a mark 
For faithful lovers to beware, and ne'er 
Be nam'd without a curſe. 
Auen. Ah, cruel Piercy ! 
has. But for my Queen, let heav'n and angels guard 
er; 
Her I except from any bitter fate ; 
Let Anna Bullen's breaſt be ne'er diſturb'd, 
Nor ſoul upbraided with the wrongs of Piercy : 
And, oh, kind heav'n, if there be any forrow 
(As fare none e er can be) ordain'd for her, 
Falſe as ſhe is, I beg, that it may fall 
Only on wretched Piercy's head —— May hers 
Be all the pleaſure ſtill, and mine the pain. 
Jucen. O gods! obdurate heav'ns ! cruel honour ! 
And yet more cruel virtue, hear and ſee ! [Alu. 
Piercy. And when I ſhall for ever be recluſe, 
As now I goto part with all mankind, 
*Twill be my joy, ſometimes to think of you, 
And make me live perhaps one day the longer, 
When in my melancholy cell I hear 
That the crown flouriſhes on Bullen's head. 
geen. Ha! I'm o'erwhelm'd, the ſluices all are broke, 
pity, like a torrent, pours me down; [ 4fide, 
E 3 Now 
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Now I am drowning, all within's a deluge ; 
Wiſdom nor ſtrength can ſtem the tide no more, 
And nature in my ſex ne'er felt the Iike—— .  -- 
Help, Rochford, ere Pm rooted to this earth. 
Away, away! the leaſt r_ more undoes me. | 
Piercy. Yet turn one upon me, ere you go. 
— There take it, wich my fag perhaps the 
purchaſe—— 
Take that too ; Piercy, thou haſt been betray'd ; 
[ Gives him a Letter. 
Learn there th'unhappy Bullen's fate——Farewel. 
Piercy. Yet ftay—the ſoul ne'er parted with ſuch pangs 
From the pale body, as you fly from me. | 
Queen. Piercy, adieu ——1I can— I will—TI muſt; 


no more. 
{Ex- DPueen and Roch. 

Piercy. What never ſee you more ! She's gone, 

She's gone, more lov'd and beautiful than ever : 

And now methought, juſt as ſhe parted from me, 

She ſhot a look quite — m gory heart, 

And left it gaſping, dying, — ſpairing. 

What's here? a letter! and the character 

That I fo oft have been acquainted with? 

If theſe eternal kiſſes give me leave, 

I'll break it open wars ge great a joy — 

As I had leap'd into our marriage-bed, 

And rifted all the ſweets and pleaſures there—— 

What's this I read! 
Reads : 


By wicked Wolſey, Harry, and our parents, 

1 was betray'd, and forc to wed the King : 
Who intercepted all thy letters, fevearing | 
With ſacramental oaths, that thou wert falſe, 
And marry" d fit Piercy, adieu, and credit me, 
Ard that I low'd thee better than my life. 

Hurn this raſh paper, left the fiends diſcleſe it. 


BuLLtEmn, 


She's 
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She's innocent! oh ye immortal pow'rs ! 
She's innocent! and then ſhe loves me ſtill. 
Sound, found my joy, till my exalted foul 
Is wound up to th'extremeſt pitch of bliſs : 
Let Piercy never after this be ſad | 
Yet hold —— what dawn of comfort canſt thou ſpy 
In this ?——Oh none—— This glow-worm ſpark, 
This glimpſe of hope, is vaniſh'd, and Pm left 
In deeper darknefs, horror, and deſpair, 

Than e'er I was before 
Oh Anna Bullen! curſt in being true! 
And I more curſt in knowing it too late. 


Re-enter Queen and Rochford. 


Ha ! ſhe returns! the mourning angel comes 
Again! Sure heav'n's in love with both our miſeries, 
They look with ſuch a pomp and train in me, 
And are ſo beautiful in her! 
2:een. Well, brother, 
And thou far ſtronger and immortal pity, 5 
And more immortal love, y*have brought me back — 
Ye have. What! what will you do with me now? 
Roch. Could any thing on earth, tyger, or panther, 
Much leſs a creature form'd by heav'n, like it; 
Could you, I ſay, refrain ſuch an object, 
At the laſt words of the unhappy wretch, 
And not forbear to balm him o'er in tears, 
Or elſe but hear him ſpeak ? 
Auen. Now I'm inclos'd again! 
The combat now grows fierce and ſtrong ; and, oh ! 
How weak an armour reſolution is 
Againſt our paſſions, or the man belov'd ! 
Virtue and honour, hence be proud no more, 
Nor brag of your dominion o'er mankind ; 
Leit love, moſt fatal love, too ſoon ſhould tell you, 
And make you feel, he'as mightier chains than you — 
See where he is — look heav'n with tender eyes; 
Give counſel to my juſt deſpairing ſoul, 
And tell me, pity is no ſin — At, Piercy ! 


Piercy. 
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Piercy. My charming Queen ! my Anna Bullen once ! 
Am Ifo blef, and 21 wretched too, 
As what is written contains ? And tell me, 

I believe that you can love me ſtill ? 
veen. Oh, Piercy ! Piercy ! urge me not to tell you 

What heav'n's auſterity will not permit, 
Nor force me to declare 
What the Eternal ſees already written 
In too broad characters within my breaſt : 
How large, how deep thy ſtory's graven here, 
And what I dare not, never muſt unfold —— 
Oh ! I have faid too much. 

Piercy. What ! ſaid too much ? 
Can you repent of one kind thought of Piercy ? 
And ſpitefully call back your tender mercy ! 
Nay, worſe ; can you behold the almoſt naked, 
And ftarv'd beſceching wretch, and ftrive to pull 
The tatter'd remnants from his quiv'ring joints, 
And daſh the pitcher from the greedy hips 
Of one juſt ready to expire with tharit ? 
Oh, cruel Queen! for Anna Bullen would not, 
She would not, would not, uſe her Piercy thus. 

Queen. Ceaſe, ceaſe, ſuch ſounds 
And turn thy fad, renſtleſs eyes away; 
For it I once behold thofe tears, and hear 
Thy juſt complaints, I can no longer hold, 
But break I muſt thro?” all the bonds of virtue. 
Nay, ſtood the jealous Harry by, 
With all his guards of devils, Wolſeys, cardinals ; 
In ſpite of all, in ſpite of more, myſelf, 
I muſt both fee, hear thee, and ſpeak to thee, 
And pity thee. Now are you fatisfy'd ? 

Piercy. It is enough, bright daughter of the ſky : 
Y*have conquer'd me, my dei, you have. 
Here on my knees, yet at a diſtance too, 
The poſture of a foul in extaſy, 
I beg a thouſand pardons of my Queen. 
A look, a ſigh, a tear, from Anna Bullen, 
Is far more worth than all the trifling wrongs, 
Nay, than the life and very foul of Piercy. 


Dueen, 
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Queen. Help me, juſt heav'n! who ſees how I'm 
beſieg d, | 
And what a weak, reſiſtleſs wretch I am! 
Why d'ye impoſe on us fo hard a taſk ? 
On us poor womankind, feeble and frail, 
Making us here commiſſioners of virtue, 
Yet put by drams and ſcruples in the balance, 
To counterpoiſe and weigh down fleſh and blood. 
How weak's my will to draw my body hence ! 
And, oh ! how loth es are to depart ! 
But wiſh for ever Þ ts d on thee, 
And look one look to vaſt eternity : 
Yet we muſt part, ah, Piercy ! part for ever 
Piercy. Ah, ſay not ſo! Muft we ſo ſoon, my Queen} 
Is then this moment's bliſs fo criminal, 
That it muſt forfeit all my precious hopes 
Of an affurance once to meet agad 
Queen. My mind now bodes to me that tis our laſt : 
Yet I muſt bid thee go: there is no joy for us; 
The world's a deluge all to thee and me 
There is no reſt, my Piercy, in this world ; 
No ſanctuary to lay the weary head 
Of the undone, th'unpity'd, and betray'd. "> 
Farewel : there's ſomewhat riſes o'er my ſoul, 
And covers it as with a fatal cloud 
— 4 — 7 and fear. A be; 
in O partin cannot I . 
Farevel — * | 
Piercy. Stay; muſt we part for ever? 
What, never! never meet again 


Juen. Never, till we are clay; and then, perhaps, 
Neglected as we were in life, thrown out in death, 
Some charitable man may be ſo kind 
To give our poor forſaken bodies burial, 
Laying em both together in one bed 
Of earth 
Ha! the time's come; my fatal doom's at hand. 

[Three Drops of Blood fall from her Noſe, 

and ftain her Handkerchief. 


| Behold, 
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Behold, the heav'ns in characters of blood, 

In three inevitable drops, 

Have ſeal'd it, and decreed that it is now. 

Ah, Pi | fly, and leave me here alone, 

To ſtem is mighty torrent of my fate : 

Be gone, while I have life to bid thee go; 

For now death ſtops my tongue [ She ſwoons. 
Piercy. My Lord 

= faints ! my life! my Anna Bullen, ſtay; 

Or your commands fetter me no more ; 

But break I will thro? all the bars of diſtance, 

And catch thee thus, thus hold thee in «4 arms — 

Rochford ! Oh help to call her back a 

Hold, ſtop thy flight; thou precious air, return! 

Far richer than that rare immaculate breath 

Which nature's God breath'd in the firſt of mankind ! 
Roch. Wake, ſiſter, wake! behold, no danger's nigh ! 


Nrn. Ah, Piercy ! now I wake, with courage now 
To meet my fate ; and fee where it approaches. 


Enter Cardinal, Northumberland, and Guards. 
Piercy. Ha! Wolſey, and my father, with 1 © 
Crd. My Lord, exe we diſcover our 
1 parted from the Qeen; | 
e be E King bold fx him in bis rage 


North. Son | E you have commited, in in the court, 
The greateſt crime againſt your 1 
That e'er a ſubject can En be F of 
Yet, in reſpe& of my and tears, 
He has been pleas'd to Tees your forfeit life x 
Therefore be gone; a minute's ſtay is fatal 
Guards, force him if he goes not willingly, 
And carry him ſtraight by barge to Suffolk-houſe 
Without reply. 

Piercy. Obedicntly I'll go, 
If you will promiſe me that you have 8 
Againſt the hed perſon of the Queen 
And will not touch her: for tis greater facrilege, 

Than 
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Than 'tis to hurt an „could it be, 
She is ſo innocent, fo „and pure. 
Elſe 'n refolv'd to ftand, no rock fo firm, 
Fix'd like the center to the maſly ; 
You ſhould as ſoon remove ercules, 
With his hands graſping both the poles of heav'n, 
As force me from this footing where I ſtand, 
And fee the Queen threaten'd, or in danger. 

Card. My Lord, on both our honours, the Queen's 


Shall be inviolate and facred always ; 

Nor know we ought againſt her—but the King 

Is coming ſtraight to vifit her, as kindly 

As he was wont : therefore you muſt be gone—— 

We have no other reaſon but your ſafety. | 
W fear! for, ah ! what truth can come from 

thee ? 
Thou ſpeak'ſt but at the ſecond hand from hell 
Kind Sir, I believe what Wolſey ſays ? 


Card. C it, my Lord, or you'll delay. 
North. Tis true, — Cardinal has told you. 
2ueen. Go, Piercy, and mi not more than I; 

Be gone, if I pow'r left to command; 


Leave me to innocence and heav'n, that will not 
Permit a ſoul that ne'er did any ill 

To fear it. : 

Piercy. Then Pl go— But, oh, juſt heav'n ! 
And all you angels, cherubims, and thrones ; 
All you bright guards to the Moſt High Imperial, 
You kindeſt, gentleſt, maldef planets, 

You leſſer ftars, you fair innumerable, 

And all you bright mhabitants above, 

Prote the ſacred perſon of the Queen ; 

And ſhed balefulP& venom on their heads, 
That think to ſtain a whiteneſs like yourſelves. 


Farewel ——— [ Exit Piercy. 
Pucen. Farewel! 
Card. —1 Viſcount Rochford, by the King's com- 
mand, | 


We arreſt you here of capital high treaſon. 
Luneer., 
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brother -fall'n into the 
, 
rA — orris, 

Who is ſu wi to ilty 
Ne Guards ! ſeize his 
Roch. Baſe villain ! traitor ! Wolſey l fay, for what? 
Aren. No matter. Let a woman teach thee cou- 


Ne'e an for what, face dis his wiſe decree 
Above, who gave us with a lib'ral hand, 
And ſet us on the higheſt ſpoke of greatneſs, 
No longer than he pleas'd to call us down—— 
anne Come, dart your worſt, my 
8, | 
And meet a temper'd breaſt, that knows to bear. 
By my bright hopes, y'are more afraid than I: 
I did expect you would begin with me! 
Card. Moſt Royal Madam, oh! I wiſh the King 
Had choſen ſome more willing than ourſelves, 
To execute this moſt deteſted office : 
In witneſs of it, on our knees with tears, 
And ſorrow, we our fad commiſſion tell: 
It is the King's moſt fatal pleaſure too, 
That you be ſent a pris'ner to the Tow'r, 
thence immediately to both your trials. 
Roch. Trial! oh! her wrong'd innocence ! for what? 
_ No more, dear brother ; let us both ſubmit, 
And give heav'n thanks, and our moſt gracious King : 
For I'm not fo preſum of my virtue, 
But think, dear Rochford, that both you and I 
Have once committed, in our erring lives, 
Something for which we juſtly merit death, 
Tho? not, perhaps, the thing we are accus'd of. 


Enter the King in a Fury, with Letters in his Hand. 
Attendants and Guards. 


Card. The King is here. 
Juen. Then he is merciful. 


Card. And tis his pleaſure that you firai 


King. 
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King. Where's this woman ! this moſt abhorr'd of 


wives! 
This ſcandal to her ſex, crown, and life ! 
What, by your minion > Oh, -natur'd huſband ! 
Down on your knees, and thank me for a favour— 
See — here are fall'n into my hands, 
Where your dear brother ſays he has enjoy d you. 
_=—_ the Letters to the Queen. 
Oh, thou more damn'd, more inſatiate far 
Than Meſlalina ! ſhe was chaſte to thee ; 
Her, half the men and ſlaves of Rome 
Could ſatisfy ; but thou, not all mankind, 
With huſband, brother, kindred, in the number. 


[ She gives 'em Roch. 
2ueen. Oh, heav'nly pow*rs ! ob, guard of innocence ! 
What do I fee here! — 0, 1 


You took me to bed a handmaid, 
The moſt unworthy of the mighty favour ; 
Oh ! throw me into dungeons ſtraight, or take 
Away my life that ne'er offended you : 
Take all in recom from Anna Bullen ! 
Tis yours; but do not rob me of my fame, 
Nor ſtain my virtue with fo foul a guilt. 
Raab. What's here? my am'rous letters ſent to Blunt! 
Has ſhe betray'd me ? - 
King. I will hear no more To the Queen. 
Rock. Ah, Royal Sir, theſe letters I confeſs — 
King. Damn thy hot luſtful breath, thy pois'nous 
tongue! 


Queen. O, Sir; I am prepar'd for any death; 
For worſe than death, a thouſand, thouſand torments ; 
And if you think em all not pain enough, 
Here, take advice of Wolſey, he'll inftru& you. 
Tell you how you may plague this hated body. 
But do not think that I'm ſo loath'd a creature. 
Ting. Ges: take away thy hands, or I will forge 


„ cannot, till I've ſworn the 
F For 
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For by th'unſpotted babe within the womb, 
That yet lies wrapp'd in innocence, unborn ; 
By injur'd truth, by fouls of martyr'd faints ; 
By 12 my lord, my huſband, and my King; 
And by Gr ings, the King of Heav'n, 
I'm wrong'd ! Ah, royal, 10us Sir, I'm wrong'd ! 
King. Unhand me, or Il ſpurn thee from thy hold — 
Seize, ſeize on Piercy——By my life, who begs 
| [To the Guards. 
In his behalf, 's a traitor worſe than hex 
[To North. 20 hneels. 
Here's another letter too; it is from Norris, 
Who much commends your darling, ſecret beauties, 
And ſweetneſs of your lips: yet you are wrong d! 
Here's notes of your muſician too, that charms you. 
Eternal hell! w s ſuch another monſter ? 
J have more horns than any foreſt yields; 
Than Finſbury, or all the city-muſters 
Upon a training, or a.Lord-Mayor's day. 
Riſe ! and be gone, thou fiend, thou ſorcereſs; 
Thy * thy charms, like witchcraft, all have left 


Go, you inceſtuous twins, make haſte and mingle 
Oh, they're too long aſunder. Why doſt weep ! 
Go to thy death ; and what's a pain, 
May heav'n, like me, fee all tears in vain. 
[ Ex. King, ttendanty. 
— ſiſter! what dire fiends muſt puniſh Roch- 
? 
What will become of me, the cauſe of all ? 
Nueen.. Fear not: heav'n knows thy innocence, and 
mine! 
What tho we ſuffer here a little ſhame, 
"Tis to reward our fouls above, and with 
Immortal reſtitution crown em there 
We two liv'd in one mother's ſpotleſs womb ; 
And then we ſcarce had purer thoughts than now : 
And ſhortly we ſhall meet together in 


Roch. 
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Roch. O ſay not fo : death dare not be fo cruel. 
yan Ceaſe, brother, ceaſe ; ſay not a word in an- 
wer; 
But lead me, like a valiant man, to chains. 
Come, let's are — But firſt, m mp, adieu. 
vos [ Kneels, and Trp ad her Crown, 
From heav'n I did crown and life receive ; 
And back to heav'n both crown and life Il! give: 
And thus, in humble poſture, lay it down q 
With greater joy than firit I pur it on. LN... 
And now I tread more light, and ſee from far 
A beamy crown, each diamond a ftar. 
But, oh, you Royal Martyrs ! ceaſe a while 
Your crying blood that elie muſt curſe this iſle : 
Ot the Imperial aſk it with my pray'r; 
For you are ſtill the neareſt angels there: 
Then, Richards, Edwards, Henries, all make room, 
'The firſt of flaughter'd Engliſh Queens I come : 
Let me amongſt your glorious, happy train, 
Free from this hated worid and traitors, reign. 
[ Ex. @ ade. 


ACTYV. SCENE I. 


Enter Cardinal and Blunt ſewerally. 


CARDINAL. 


| of omens ! do I meet my Juno? 
My fair, illuſtrious partner in revenge 
Come, tell the news that your glad eyes proclaim : 
Speak, by thy looks I know it muſt be well. 
Is ſhe condemn'd ? ſhall Rame be abſolute ? 
Shall W reign, and ſhall my Blunt be Queen ? 
Blunt. "Tis as thou fay'ſt, moſt mighty of thy func- 
tion ; 
F 2 Greateſt 
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Greateſt that e'er adorn'd the robe, it is: 
Iheſe eyes ſaw the bright Engliſh ſun eclips'd, 
And, what 1s more, eclips'd y thee and me; 
Caſt by her awful judges from her height, 
Guilty and ſham'd, as Lucifer from beav'n, 
And forc'd to beg it as the mildeſt ſentence, 
To loſe her head. 

Card. Then there's an end of Bullen. 

Blunt. And what to ſee gave me the greater jay, 
Thoſe letters — by the fool 
Her brother, were the ſtrongeſt proofs againſt her: 
So the ſame papers, which by your advice 
I got convey'd into her cabinet, 

Were the the ſubftantial'ſt circumſtances found, 
For which ſhe dies. 

Card. O jult and facred rage 
Revenge! thou greateſt deity on earth! 

And woman's wit the greateſt of thy council! 

Blunt. We ought to veil before your prieſtly robe; 
My crown of wit ſhall ne'er ſtand can 
With and yet I dare be bold to ſay, _, 
This malice would have done alone, 
Without the mighty aid of Wolſey's brain. 

Card. Then nothing s to be done by fate, nor Wolſey, 
But take the vanquiſh'd crown from Bullen's head, 
And place it ſuddenly on yours. 

Blunt. For which, | 

My gracious Wolſey, I will ſo reward you 


Enter to them Piercy. 


Piercy. Blackneſs eternal cover all the world! 
Infernal darkneſs, ſuch as Egypt felt, 
When the great patriarch curs'd the fatal land, 
And with a ou exiinguiſh'd all the light. 

Blunt. — Piercy's here, more mad than we are 

Dia: 
Does 't not make young the blood about thy heart, 
To ſce that our revenge not ſingly hits, 
But, like a chain-ſhot, carries all before it? 
Card. 
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Card. Let us avoid him You intend to ſee 
The Fa 1 D.. 
he ure that 5 t me, 
Will paſs this day at Eſher, 8 
. inſtead of dark · 
Sz 
Yon azure blue with a cloud ; 
The face of heav'n on her as a bride. 
This day a. 
And darts his ſpiteful beams in * 
Bates not a jot of the illuſtrious pom 
He ſhould have furniſh'd on her 
————_— 


pair 
Betray'd poor eaſy man, and all mankind : 
Thou fatal woman, thou ! and ſerpent, thou ! 
By whoſe ſole malice (Oh, that heav'n ſhould let it!) 
A greater innocence this day is fall'n, 
Than ever bleſt the walks of paradiſe. 
Card. My Lord, * 


Ex. Card. and Blunt, 
Piercy. Bold traitors! hell- ! hear me firſt; 


Stay, you infectious dra do you fly ? 

Does n+ Bulen's chaliry and virtue, 

Writ in this angry make you ſtart ? um 
[Exeuns, 


Enter Diana to him, 


What, the fair, wrong'd Diana's face in tears ! 
Can Anna Bullen's miſeries attract 
The nobleſt of „6 pity from 

3 


A rival's 
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A rival's breaſt ? Thou wonder of thy ſex ! 
How far more wretched mak'f thou Piercy ſtill, 
When I behold how much thou doſt deſerve, 
And I ſo very little have to pay? 
Diana. rocky heart could have refrain'd from 


ItY, 

'To ſee Pe fight that I did ? Any * 
But man, moſt cruel mankind, would have griev'd ; 
T'ygers and panthers would have wept to ſee her; 
Aud her baſe judges, had they not been men, 
Would have bemoan'd her like departing babes. 

Piercy. Is Rochford too condemn'd ? 

Diana. Alas ! he is. 
Rockford and Norris both receiv'd their ſentence, 
And both behav'd themſelves like gallant men—— 
Bat for the Queen! Ah, Piercy, ſuch bright courage 
No thought can diate, nor no tongue relate: 
When ſhe was tax'd with that unnat'ral crime, 
Adult'ry with her brother; ( tis a fin, 
That e'er it ſhould be nam'd) at firſt ſhe ſtarted, 
And foon an tnnocent, not guilty, red 
Adorn'd her face, and fainted it with tears ; 
But ftraight conceiving it a fault, ſhe ſmil'd, 
Wip'd off the drops, and chid the bluſh away. 

Piercy. When I am dead, may my fad tale be bleft, 
And have no other tongue but thine to tell it. 

Diana. Then with the meekneſs of a faint ſhe flood ; 
With fuch amazing oratory, dazzled, 
And like the fun, darted quite thro” her judges, 
And ſham'd their guilt, that none durſt look upon her. 
But, oh! what's deſtin'd in the blackeft pit 
Of hell, what innocence can Cer withſtand ? 
Whate'er ſhe ſaid, that angels could not finer, 
And ſhew'd a foul na cryſtal nigh fo clear: 
Tho? all appear'd to be the plot of devils, 
Yet was ſhe guilty found ; and, oh, fad Piercy ! 
(May all eyes weep at it like thine and mine) 
Condemn'd to lofe her head. 

Fuse. Hell dar? rot think it. 

Dara. 
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Diana. The cruel Duke of Norfolk, her relation, 
As ſteward for the day, pronounc'd the ſentence. 
Piercy. And my hard-hearted father too was there. 
Diana. My Lord! what ſaid you ? your hard- hearted 
Father ! 
O, blotted let it be from all records, 
And never be in England's annals read, 
What I'm about to tell you : her own father, 
The Earl of Wiltſhire, fat amongſt her judges. 
Piercy. O monſter damn'd ! than cruel Titan worſe, 
That eat up his own iſſue as he got em. | 
—_ Behold, the King ! all knees are bent, all 
ands, 
All mens eyes, lift up to heav'n and him, 
To the life of her that glads the world. 
Piercy. Make uſe of all thy woman's art to win him; 
Let all petition him that ſhare her blood, 
Matrons, wives, virgins, all the charming ſex. 
Diana. Do you withdraw, you but incenſe the King— 
ve yet a ſoft experiment to try, 
Shall pierce his ſtubborn nature to the quick. 
Piercy. That angel thou'rt infſpic'd with, proſper thee. 
[ Exeunt, 


Enter King and Attendants. 


King. Piercy ! did I not charge he ſhould be feiz'd ? 
[To the Guards, <cho go out to ſrize Piercy. 

Now by the ſacred crown of England's monarchs, 
Let none entreat me upon pain of death. 
[To Petitioners. 
What's here? a liſt of baſe petitioners 
For Norris“ life! Hell and conſuſion ſeize em 
Have I not, like a rock againſt the ſeas, | 
And mountains *gainſt the winds, ſtood thus unſhaken, 
Deny'd all England's pray'rs, and tears of angels, 
Nay, more, this heart, that pleads with mortal pangs 
For my dear Anna Bullen's hfe ? And ſhall I 
Pardon a ſlave before I would my Queen? 


Emar 
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Exter Northumberland, who hneels. 


King. Why doſt kneel ? 

North. I met my fon this moſt unlucky moment, 
Juſt as the guards were ready to obey, 
And execute your fatal orders on him ; 
Who in ir, or rather in obedience, 
Making a faint reſemblance to reſiſt, 
As they were ſtriving to put by his ſword, 
He on a ſudden open'd wide his arms, 
And on his breaſt receiv'd a wilful wound. 
I kneel with humble pray'rs, that his diſaſter 
Would mitigate your t and juſt fury: 


Diana. Pardon this bold intrufion in preſence : 
Your daughter, Sir, this little princeſs — 
Poſſeſt with woman's rage, far above 
The little ſparkling of a child, 
* pa 134 n _ 
as we t her to you, ſtill ſhe cry 
Unlefs ſhe ſaw her 4 ihe would -* a7 
=o. What wo „ my little Betty, ? 
Chl But wall mood, antes be thee you'll not frown 
cry aloud, Hough? and then indeed I'Il tell you. 
ns. I do: come let me take thee in my arms 


Chi : : for I muſt be a beggar ; 
And I have learnt, that all who beg of you, 
Muſt do it kneeling. 


North. Prettieſt innocence ! 

King. Well then, what is't, my little pratler, ſay ? 
* Child. I'm told that ſtraight my mother is to die. 
Yet I've heard you ſay, you lov'd her dearly : 
And will you let her die, and me die too? a 

ng s 


- 


> 
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* muſt die, child: there is no harm in 
ath: 
Beſides, the law has ſaid it, and ſhe muſt. 
Child. Muſt ! is the law a greater King than you? 
King. O yes. But do not cry, my pretty Betty : 
For ſhe'll be happier when ſhe's lead, and 
To heaven. 
Child. Nay, I'm ſure ſhe'll go to heaven. 
King. How art thou ſure ? 
Chile. Some body told me ſo 
Lait night, when I was in my fleep. 
King. Who was it? 
Cie. A fine old man, like my god-father Cranmer. 
Card. Ay, there's the egg hatch'd this cocka- 
trice, 
Child. Pray, father, what's that huge, tall, bloody 
man ? 
I ne'er ſaw him but once in all my life, 
And then he frighted me. He look'd for all 
The world juſt like the picture of the Pope. 
King. Why, don't you love the Pope ? 
CL. No indeed don't I, 
Nor never will. 
King. Ay, but you muſt, my dear; 
He is a fine old man too, if you ſaw him. 
Card. Go, y are a little heretick. 
Child. A heretick ! 
Pray, father, what does that bold fellow call me ? 
What's that ? 
King. Why, that's one that forſakes the right, 
And turns to a new, wrong religion. 
f (2 1 _ 3 no r for I neꝰ er turn'd 
n all my life. But you for child ; 
Dear father, will — ſave — — life ? 
King. You muſt not call me father; for they ſay, 
You're not my daughter. 
Child. Who's am I then ? 
Who told you fo ? that ugly, old bald prieſt ? 
He tells untruth. I'm ſure you are my father. 
Kings. How art ? 


8⁰ 


Child. 
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Child. Cauſe I love none ſo well as you — 
But, oh, you'll never hear me what I have to ſay, 
As lon 8 that devil there, ſtands by 
Your e 

King. Ha! what devil ? 

Child. That red thing there. ; 

Hing. Oh, child, he is no devil; he's a cardinal. 

Child. Why does he wear that huge, long coat then, 
Unleſs it be to hide his cloven feet! 

Card. Sir, all's deſign'd by Cranmer for the Queen ; 
Of whom ſhe'2s learnt this leſſon like a parrot. 

Kiug. Take her away: I were a fool indeed, 

If women's tears, and children's idle prattle, 
Should change my fixt reſolve, and cheat my juſtice — 
Away with ker. 

Child. Oh, but they dare not : 

F _ will you not let your Betty ki:s you? 
Why do you let 'em bal mc from you ſo ? 
20 er *. an 
„ dear Kin — 1. . 3 
a e you > hs her, we will — borh 
— 111 
And never ſee you more. 
King. Unlooſe her ; hough ! 
Hence with her raight : I will not hear ker prate 
Another word. Go, y'are a naughty girl. 
Child. Well, Pm reſolv'd, when I'm grown a wo- 
man, 
Fl be reveng'd, and cry Hough too. 
[Ex. Diana, Princeſs, Women, 


Mont 1 A - - beid and guard the gates, 
ount W- , e 
Then being Gs 22 to execution; 
Norris an Rockford firſt, and then the Queen. 


My Lord Northumberland, be it your taſk ; 
Diſpatch my orders ſtraight, and fetch the traitors — 
What's this that gives my foul a ſudden twitch, 

And bids me not ? * is't compaſſion ! 
Shall pity ever fond the breaſt 1 

"Tis but a flip of nature, and I'll on. 
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e, 
And ſweep a this loath'd inceftuous brood, 
As heav'n would drive a plague from off the land : 
Think thou ſhalt have thy Seymour in thy arms, 
Who ſhall reſtore thy loſs with double charms : 
And tho” my Bullen ſets this night, and dies, 
Seymour, next morn, like a new ſun, ſhall riſe. 
— [ Ex. King, and Attendants. 
I I take this of- 


And heav'n, if Anna Bullen's innocent, 
Forgive me, ſince it is my King's command: 
My breaſt is ſad, and tender for her, all; 
Tho? Piercy ne'er can riſe but by her fall 


Enter to him Rochford, Lieutenant, and Guards. 


Roch. WilPt not be granted, that I here may fee 
My fiſter ere I die, to with her ? 
Lieut. There's my Northumberland, he'll tell 


ou. | 
Neeb, My Lord, 're come to ſee a wretched pair 
Of Ormond”s iſſue leave this fatal world: 
Shall we not meet, and take our laſt farewel ? 
_—_ R my Lord, 1s now upon the ſcaf 
od; 
2. turn follows : but before that time, 
I the Queen will be prepar'd, and come. 
ch. Forgive me, heav'n, my paſſion, and my 
= AX 
For nature's choice of a wrong, fatal 
Loving too well, what in effect was ill. 
O, all ye ſtrict idolaters of beauty 
You fond, ſevere adorers of that ſex, 
Who think that all their vices cannot center 
In one vile woman's breaſt ; ſee, and repent ! 
Behold 'em all together 
In th* infernal Blunt; in her they're £x'd. 
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Thus have they all been curſt, and thus they all 
Have been betray'd, that lov'd fo well as I. 


Enter Queen geing to Execution all in White ; Diana, Women 
in Mourning. Guards. 


mes 7 where are thoſe muſt lead me to my 
te ? 
To a more happy marriage-bed, 
And my eternal coronation day 
What, Piercy's father ! muſt he do the office ? 
Still I can bear it all, and bear it bravely. 
North. Madam! it is the King's ſevere command, 
That I attend your Majeſty to th'ſcaffold. 
Queen. Enough, my Lord, you might have ſpar'd 
that title : 
Alas! I wiſh it ever had been ſpar'd — 
I ſhould have been, if malice had not reign'd, 
Your Piercy's wife, the ſcope of my ambition: 
I nc'er then been mounted to a throne ; 
Then this unhappy hour had never been. 
heb, ne this, you rocky world, and mourn in 
Chaos : 
Such words as theſe the heav'ns muſt weep to hear, 


And make yon marble roofs diſſolve in tears. 
Aucen. What, do you weep to fee your Miſtreſs“ 


glory 

That ſhall ſtraightway wipe off the ftain on earth 

She bears, with an unſpotted fame in heay*n ? 

I charge you, by my hopes, and by your hopes, 

you are going where I ſoon go; 

By the illuſtrious pomp I long to meet ; 

he ſacred, juſt rewards of injur'd truth; 

Acquaint this noble Lord, and all here preſent, 

If e er you ſaw in all my nights or days, 

Or in my looſer hours of mirth or humour, 

The ſmalleit ſign of that moſt horrid guilt 

That I'm condemn'd for y axe you all 
dumb ? 

If you are loth to tell it whilſt I live, 


Proclaim 


1111 
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My Lord, 
- a meſſenger is come, 
news, that orris is beheaded. 


74 


North. 
You muſt 


Who 
4 1 unhappy Norris, art thou dead ? 


vel do I ſuch wrong to pity thee ? 
Thou'rt happier 1 == A now than I. 
Roch. Come! me to my reſt, my reſt from 


Now, Anna Bullen, teach me all thy courage : 

Thy innocence, that makes the heav'ns amaz'd, 

And the mave my eng _ 

Help me to parting, 
2 ir. * twixt earth and 


Then that lan region 
Daina 
ueen. Go! be a lu 
Tel Fon he flees. and 
'Tell all the wrong'd, 317 
Till it ſhall reach the high'ſt Im ear, 
That Anna Bullen is a coming ſtraight. 
Roch. Wilt not embrace thy dying brother firſt ? 
One father and one mother gave us birth ; 


all beyond is mine, 
it as I. 


EDIT 
It is the greateſt, 
1 cer —_ from Anna 


; 


and the world ; 


= 7 


S av. Swod. Sos _ 
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Softer than infants dream, or with leſs pain 


- ſenfibly in order down 1ts cheeks, 
drown its pretty ipeech in thoughtful ſorrow, 
4 Nothing could ſhoot rr 1 — breaſt 
2 But 


G 
| 
| 
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But this; and this has done it 
Why weeps my child? Ay, what a queſtion's that ! 


Dlaug. Behold ! how't ſtrives; and, betwixt tears and- 4 


t:robs, kd 

If it could form a language it would ſſ 

Darn, Strive not for words, my 

"CPS 

Are far + eloquent than can be—— 
Be pitiful, my Lord ; and thou, my kind 
Diana, ever faithful to thy Queen : 
When I am dead, as ſhortly I ſhall be, 
Take this poor babe, and carry't to the King; 
Its lips juſt pregnant with its mother's fondneſs, 
Perhaps he'll take her then into his arms ; 
And, tho' the favour were to me deny'd, 
Steal there a kiſs of mine : 
Say, tis the laſt requeſt of Anna Bullen 

North. Remove the little Princeſs 
To her ; where we ftraight will come, 
And wait on her, as is the Queen's command. 
nen. Yet let me hold her but a moment 
with this kiſs, that now muſt be my laſt, 
Unlock a ſecret which heav'n dictates to me. 


Shalt live to ſee thy 
In many bleſſings on thy 
From this dark calumny, in which 
As in a cloud, thou like a 


And lay the — 2 
When this ſhall come to paſs, the world ſhall fee 
Thy mother's innocence reviv'd in thee. 


[Ex. Women with the young Princeſs Elia. 
North. 


id; theſe little 


wank a arte EE. 


1 you miſtake your noble office : 


It is the voice of angels to wrong'd martyrs, 
The found of cherubs g from heav'n— 
Pave heard it faid, our many ends, 
Beheadin 11 of | 
If it be my gracious 
For I was never us'd to pain——How fay you 

North. We cannot wiſh you leſs, — oY 
And if the headſman do as he's commanded, 
"Twill be no more than tis to drop aſleep. 

2ucen. My Lord, Pve but a little neck; 
Therefore I hope ke'll not repeat his blow ; 
But do it, Hike an artiſt, at one ſtroke. 

North. There is no fear : he has particular order. 

* me go; heav'n chides my fond 
But tel! the King, I fay it as I juſt 
anACVS; I both forgive and bleſs him, 
Firſt from an hamble maid he lifted me ; 
To honour ; then he took me to his bed, 1 
The higheſt fate that I could be on earth ; 
And now, as if he thought he — os 

for me, has mounted me to heav'n—- 

North. Mr. Lieutenant, on, and lead the way. 

= If *ris no fin to ſkip one moment now, 

Of what belongs to heav'n, let me remember 
Poor Piercy once Here, take this innocent kiſs, 
A token to you both ———Tis thine and his 
Farewel, Diana. Farewel to all. 

Diana. A long farewel to all our fex's 


een. Weep not for me; i 
BW wy but hear my dying ſen - 
Any that ſhall hereafter fall like me, 
Falſly accue'd by wicked men and traitors ; 
G3 E Tho” 


* — 
* 


—— — — Co. 
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For innocence is ſtill its own reward. 
And when th'Almighty makes a faint, ſometimes 
He acts by contraries, and villains crimes : 
Whilſt thus their malice always cheated is, 
And leads us but the neareſt way to bliſs. 
[Exit Queen to Execution, with Northumberland 
and Guards. 


Enter Piercy alone. 
Piercy. I dread the horrid deed is done, or now 


A doing ; elſe what means this ſudden gloom 

Clad o'er the morning-ſky, and all mankind ? 

All paſs with horror A with frighted looks and 
/ VOICE 

Lift up to heav'n, who ſees and hears in vain : 

Then ſhake their melancholy heads, like Time: 

A gen'ral conſternation ſeizes all, 

As if the univerſal empreſs of the world, 

Vature itſelf, were fled with Anna Bullen 


Enter a Gentleman with a Handherchief flained with the 
Queen's Blood. 


Haſt thou beheld this great eclipſe of virtue? 
© ak, is the Queen beheaded ? Haſt thou done 
2 J Summand ? 
Gent. Sir, when the fatal blow I ſaw perform'd, 
Swift, as a whirlwind, thro” the crowd I ruſh'd ; 
And as the blood from their rich veſſels drain'd, 
This linnen with the facred crimſdn ftain'd. 
_ Piercy. Give't me! and leave me to myſelf a mo- 
ment. 


Now, ſacred drops, now, heav'nly neftar, firit 


$0 Virtue Betray'd ; or, 
Diana. Still, ſtill your looks grow paler, and your 


! of, let me call ſome help : who's there ? 

. Grief, like a ſubtle limbeck, by degrees, 
wink Ki drops — and fptri 

g m aw 
. — 
1 ve to 
She rai/es him bis Knets. 

My father made me vow to be your huſband ; 
If I here die I kneel that you'd forgive me ; 
But if I hive, I' keep my — 
— You faint, you you die; ſome creature 


—_— ftrive to lave the waters of the ſea, 
And 12 the burning Etna, tis in vain, 
And fo are Zſculapius' remedies to me 
Look, ſeeſt thou this ? and wn 
Seu the Handlterchief. 

This here, to waft me o'er death's dreadful main, 

I need no ſword, no poiſon, nor no pain. 

Diana. What's that I fee? your blood! your vital 
blood ! 


y blood, my crowd of ſpirits, all 
Ruſh to behold, and with their fall. 
Dione. Why fand 1 here, Like marble made of 


And —.— for the cure of both our lives? 
For ſhould I * betray my love, 


In dying with hi 
13 [Exit Diana 
Piercy. Thus, when the gen'rous lion fees 


__ own my Maſter ſhed, like this, 
Trang ts lawn, ftain'd with imperial gore, 
he frowns, and then begins to roar ; 
Lathes his Gee his fiery eye-balls roll, 
And with his awful voice revenge he calls; 


* 


Till, 


Anna Burr. $1 


Enter Northumberland, and Gentlemen. 
Gent. He's dead ! alas, he's dead! We're come tos 


late ! 

North. Here let me fix, till my 
Or turn to ſnakes, to p this a 
And never more be look”? 
This is a puniſhmen 


And 


hairs ſhall root, 
head ; 
id me ! 


Enter, King, Lords, Attendants, and Guards. 


Kg: Wham moure'ft theu over ? Whoſe dead body's 
North. "Tis Piercy's: you and all good men ſhould 
; 


p | 
North. Norris and Rochford, and th*unhappy Queen, 
Were all beheaded in one fatal hour: 


head with darting 
a motion with its lips to 


1 


treaſon ; 


: 


© > 


Hy 


E 
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North. Twould be ſome joy to my revenge and 
Piercy's. 
King. For thy ſon's death, thy King ſhall be a 

mourner 
Naw heav'n vouchſaſe to pardon till this time, 
What I by advice have done ; 
I will be ute, and reign alone : 
For where's a ſtateſman fam'd for juſt and wiſe, 
But makes our failings ſtill his aim to riſe ? 
If ſubjects thus their monarchs wills reſtrain, 
"Tis are Kings ; for them we idly reign : 
Then I'll firſt break the yoke ; this maxim ſtill 
Shall be my guide, 4 Prince can do no ill ! 
In ſpite of ſlaves, his genius let him truſt ; 
For heav'n ne'er made a King, but made him juſt. 

[ Exeunt omnes. 
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To the AurRHOR of the 
TRAGEDY ef ener se 


HIL E you the fierce divided Britons awe, 
And Cato, with an equal Virtue, draw, 
While Exvy is it ſelf in Wonder loft, 
And Faftions ferive who all appland you moſt ; : 
Forgive the fond Ambition of a Friend, 
Who hopes himſelf, not you, to recommend; 
And joins th' Applauſe which all the Learn'd beſtow 


On one, to whom a perſeèct Work they owe. 
To my * light Scenes I once inſcrib'd Your Name, 
And impotently ſtrove to borrow Fame ; G 


Soon will that die, which adds thy Name to mine; 
Let me, then, live, jcin'd to a Work of thine. 


Tender NFusband, De- 
&: ted ts A RIcRARD STEELE. 


- 
. 


2 


HO“ Cato ſhines in FirgiPs Epic Song. 
Preſcribing Laws among th E/y/fian Throng ; . 
Tho' Lacan's Verſe, exalted by his Name, 
O'cr Gods themſelves has rais'd the Hero's Fame; 
The Roman Stage did ne'er his Image fee, 
Drawn at full Length; a Taſk reſerv'd for Thee. 
By thee we view the finiſh'd Figure riſe, 
And awful march before our raviſh'd Eyes ; 
We hear his Voice, aſſerting Virtue's Caule ; 
His Fate renew'd our deep Attention draws, 
Excites by Turns our various Hopes and Fears, 
And all the Patriot in thy Scene appears. 
| A 3 On 
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On Tiber's Banks thy Thought was ft inſpir'; 


"Twas there, to ſome indulgent Grove retir'd, 


Tak | Muſe this manly Werk ery 


Orin a thou ſaw ſt Rome's Genius ſtand, 
And, leading Caro in his facred Hand, 
Point out th immortal Subject of thy Lays, 
And aſk this Labour, to record his Praiſe. | 
Tis done—the Hero lives, and charms our Age 
While nobler Morals grace the Brit Stage. 
Great S 's Ghoſt, the folemn Strain to hear, 
(Methinks I fee the laurell'd Shade appear) 
Will hover o'er the Scene, auc wond ring view 
His Fav'rite Brutus rivall'd thus by You. 
Such Roman Greatneſs in each Action ſhines, 
Such Roman Eloquence adorns your Lines, 
That ſare the Sit Bocks this Year foretold, 
And in ſome myſtick Leaf was ſeen inrolFd, | 
Nome, turn thy mournful Eyes from Ffrict's Shore, 
Nor in her Sands thy Cat's Tomb explore 
* When thrice Six hundred Times the circling Sun 
* His annual Race fhall theo” the Zodiack run, 
An Ifle remote his Monament ſhall rear, 
* And ev'ry generous Briton pay a Tear. 


J. Hucnes. 


HAT do we ſec ! is Cato then became, 
W. Name in Britain than in Rome ? 
Does ind now admire his Virtues mare, 
Tho” Lacen, Horace, Virgil, wrote before ? 
How will Poſterity this Truth explain? 

% Cato begins 10 in dns Reign ; 

The World's iefs, i 
Riſe in your 
e 
A irtues by departed Heroes 
Raiſe in your Soul a pure immortal 
Adorn your Life, 


— 


* 


conſecrate your Fame; 


EpwarD YoUuNG. 


— — 


done thus to enrich 2 Stage, 
ö 2 
Thing. 


rate Age, 


Joys 


leſs 


your Soul 


we view, 
the Few 


by 


: and ſo much Eaſe 


_— 


> > 


< 


with fancy 
to view the Marat 


So, = 
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boni an Spoils, 
nal Toals ; 
future Honours draw 


eq 
which with Tears he ſaw. 


— 


rflockes vow'd 


Schemes of 


e 
— 


[8] 

We heard at diſtance ſoft, enchanting Strains, 

From blooming Mountains, and Italian Plains. 

Virgil began in Frnyli Dreſs to ſhine, 

His Voice, his Looks, his Grandeur ſtiſl Divine: 

From him too ſoon unfriendly you withdrew, 

But brought the tuneful Ov to our View. 

Then the delightful Theme of ev'ry Tongue, 

Th' immortal Mar/6'rau35 was your darling Song. 

From Chme to Clime the mighty Victor flew, 

From Clime to Clime as ſwiftly you purſue. 

Still with the Hero's elow'd the Poet's Flame, 

Still with his Conqueſts you enlarg'd your Fame. 

With boundicis Raptures here the Mule cou'd ſwell, 

And cn your &X-/amoud for ever dwell ; 

There opening Sweets, and ev'ry fragrant Flow'r 

Luxuriant ſnule, a never fading Bow'r. 

Next human Feliics kinoly to cxpoſe, 

Yeu change from Numbers, but not fink in Proſe : 

Whether in vifionary Scenes you Play, 

Kebhre cur Tattes, or laugh our Crimes away, 

Now, by the buik:n'd Muſe you ſhine confeſt, 

Ihe Fatriat kindles in the Poet's Breaſt. 

Such Energy of Scnſe mig lit Pleaſure raiſe, 

Tho' un. u. bellt. d witi the Charms of Phraſe : 

Suck Charms of Fhraſe would with Succeſs be crown'd, 

Tho" Nonſenfe fon'd in the melodious Sound. 

The chaſteft Vrin nerds no Hlaſhes fear, 

Ihe Learn'd themſelves, rot uninſtructed, hear. 

The t.ibcrone, in Preeſures us d to roul, 

And ic!y foort wich an immortal Soul, 

Here comes, and by the virtuous Heathen taught, 

Turns pale, and trembles at the dreadful Thought. 
v heac'er you traverſe vaſt Namidia's Plains, 

par egziln di in his He remains? 

V hen 7ut ſecks the Tiger with Delight, 

Ve beat the Thicket, and provoke the Fight. 

By the Deſcription warm'd, we fondly fwear, 

And in the chilling Eaſt- Vind pant with Heat. 

What Eyes behold not, how the Stream ref res, 

"Tall b; Legrees the {oating Mirrour / ines ? 


While 
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While Hurricanes in circling Ediies play, , 
Tear up the Sands, and ſevere whole Plains away. , 
We ſhrink with Horror, and confeſs our Fear, ; 
And all the ſudden ſounding Ruin hear. | 
When purple Robes, diſtain'd with Blood, deceive, 
And make poor Marcia beautifully grieve. | 
When ſhe her ſecret Thoughts no more conceals, 
Forgets the Woman, and her Flame reveals, 
Well may the Prince exult with noble Pride, 
Not for his Lyb:an Crown, but Roman Bride. 

But I in vain on fingle Features dwell, 

While all the Parts of the fair Piece excel. 
So rich the Store, ſo dubious is the Feat, 
We know not, which to paſs, or which to ta!l-. 
The ſhining Incidents fo juſtly fall, 
We may the whole, new Scenes of Tran{port call. 
Thus Jewellers confound our wand'ring Eyes, 
And with Variety of Gems ſurpriſe. 
Here Sapphires, here the Sardan Stone is ſeen, 
The Topaz — and the Jaſper een. 
The coſtly Brilliant there, confus'dly bright. 
From num'rous Surfaces darts trembling |.ight. 
Ihe diff cent Colours ming ling in a Blaze, 
Silent we ſtand, unable — to praiſe, 7 
In Pleaſure ſweetly loſt ten thouſand Ways. 


Trinity-Colle 
— L. Eusprx. 


— — 


OO long hath Love engroſs' d Britannia's Stage, 
And funk to Softneſs all our Tragic Rage: 
By that alone did Empires fall or riſe, 
And Fate depended on a fair One's Eyes : 
The ſweet Infection, mixt with dang'rous Art, 
Debas'd our Manhood, while it ſooth'd the Heart. 
You ſcorn to raiſe a Grief thy ſelf mult blame, 
Nor from our Weakneſs ſteal a vulgar Fame: 
A Patriat's Fall may juſtly melt the Mind, 
And Tears flow nobly, ſhed for all Mankind, 


A 5 Haw 


p Shade. 
Amid the Joys triumphant Peace beftows, 
Our Patriots ſadden at his glorious Woes, 
Awhile they let the World's great Buſineſs wait, 
Anxious for Rane, and figh for Cat's Fate. 
Here taught how ancient Heroes roſe to Fame, 
Our Briten crowd, and catch the Roman Flame. 
Where States and Senates well might lend an Ear, 
And Kings and Priefts without 4 Bluſh appear. 
France no more, but, fearful to engage, 
Now juſt pays Homage to her Rival's 8 
H.ttes to lern thee, and learning ſhall ſubmit, 
Alike to Brit Arms, and Bri-ijo . it: 

No more ſhe'll wonder, (forc'd todo us Right) 
Who Think like Raman, could like Romans Fight 
Thy Oxferd ſmiles this glorious Work to fee, 

And fondly triumphs in a Son like Thee. 

The Senates, Conſals, and the Gods of Rome, 
Like old Acquaintance at their Native Home, 

In Thee we find: Each Deed, each Word expreft, 
And ev'ry Thought that ſwell'd a Roman Breatt. 
We trace each Hint that could thy Soul inſpire 
With Virgil's Judgment, and with Lacan s Fire ; 
We know thy Worth, and give us leave to boaſt, 
We moſt admire, becauſe we know thee moſt. 


9 lege, Taro. TICKELL. 
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Left with the Printer by an Unknown 
Hand. 


OW we may ſpeak, fince Cato ſpeaks no more; 
"Tis Praiſe at length 'twas Rapture all before 
When crouded Theatres with Jos run 
Sent to the Skies, from whence thy Genius ſprung z 
Ev'n Civil Rage a while in thine was Joſt ; 
And Factions ſtrove but io applaud thee moſt ; 
Nor could Enjoyment pall our longing Taſte ; 
But ev'ry Night was dearer than the laſt. 
As when old Reme, in a malignant Hour 
De priv'd of ſome returning Conqueror, 
Hor Debt of Triumph to the Dead diſcharg'd, 
For Fame, for Treature, and her Bounds enlarg'd ; 
And, «hie his Godlike Figure mov'd along, 
Alternate Pains fir'd the adoring Throng ; 
Tears flow'd from ev'ry Eye, and Shouts from ev'ry 
Jong ue; ö 

So in thy Fompous Lines has Cato far d. 

(Grad with an ample though a late Reward : 
A greater Victor we in him revere ; 
A noble Trumph crowns his Image here. 

With Wonder, as with Pleaſure, we ſurvey 
A "i neme fo ſcanty wrought into a Play; 
do vail a File on ſuch Foundations plac'd ; 

Lite guuuea's Temple rear'd on Zibra's Waſte : 

I chold its glowing Paint! its eaſy 4 ! 
lis nice Froportions ! and ſtupendous Height 

Eiow cnoſte the Conduct! how divine the Rage ! 

A Komen Worthy on a Grecian Stage! 

But where ſhall Cats's Praiſe begin or end; ? 
Ircir' to melt. and yet untaught to bend, > 
"The Grmett Fatriot, and the geut'left Friend? 4 
How great his Genius when the Traitor Crowd 
Ready to uke the Blow their Fury vou d; 

Qacll'd by his Look, and liſt'ning to his Lore, 
Learn, like his Paſhons, to rebel no more 


When 


Who checking private Grief, 
Commands the Pity he fo greatly ſcorns. 
But when he ſtrikes (to crown his gen'rous Part) 
That honeſt, ſtaunch, im Heart; 
No Tears, no Sobs purſue his panting Breath ; 
The dying Roman ſhames the Pom Death. 

O ſacred Freedom, which the Powers beſtow 
To ſeaſon Bleſſinge, and to ſoften Woe ; 
Plant of our Growth, and Aim of all our Cares, 
The Toil of Ages, and the Crown of Wars: 
If, taught by thee, the Poet's Wit has flow'd 
In Strains as precious as his Hero's Blood ; 
Preſerve thoſe Strains, an everlaſting Charm 
To keep that Blood, and thy Remembrance warm : 
Be this thy Guardian Image ſtill ſecure 
In vain ſhall Force invade, or Fraud allure ; 
Our great Palladium ſhall perform its Part, 
Fix'd and enſarin'd in ev'ry Briti Heart. 


* * = 


So. 


HE Mind to Virtue is by Verſe ſubdu'd; 
And the True Poet is a Publick Good. 
This Britain feels, while, by your Lines inſpir'd, 
Her Free-born Sons to glorious Thoughts are fir d. 
In Rome had you eſpous d the — Cauſe, 
Inflam'd her Senate, and upheld her Laws; 
Vour manly Scenes had Liberty reſtor d, 
And giv'n the juſt Succeſs to Cato s Sword : 
O'er Cz/ar's Arms your Genius had prevail'd ; 
And the Mule triumph'd, where the Patriot fail'd. 


AMB. PHILIPS. 


PR O- 
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PROLOGUE. 


By Mr. POP E. 
Spoken by Mr. / ILKS. 


pw ante Bnet of Art, 
To raiſe the Genius, and to mend the Heart, 
To make Mankind in conſcious Virtue bold, 

Live o'er each Scene, and be what they behold : 


Phajure — — 
A breve _—_ Fave, 


groan, and does not wiſh to bleed? 
proud Cæſar 'midft tri Cars, 


«„ 


:mpotently Great, 

1! Rome ber Gatos rd. 
A. ber thad Father's reuer nd 
"The Pomy war darken'd, and the 


0 reh. 
The Tri ceat d. Tears gab d from ev'ry Eye, 
The 


4 Viator pa * unheeded by ; 
Her Loft good Man e Rome.ador'd, 
And honeur'd 3 leſs than-Cato's Sword. 


Britons attend : Be Worth like this approv'd 

„ ad x have the Virtue to be mow'd. 

With bene Scorn the forft fam 1 Cato view 
Rome Arti from Greece, whom ſhe /ubdu' bv 
Oz French Trax/ation and Italian Song. 

Dave to have Senſe yourſebves ; — 
Be ju) warm'd with your tun native 

Such s alone feald phaſe a Britiſh Ear, 

. Cato's folf bad not diſdain'd to hear. 


1 


c Aro. 

Lucius, 

8 yy Senators. " 
Juba, @ Prince of the Numidia. Mr. Wilks. 
Syphax, General of Numidians. Mr. Cibber. 


Mrs. Oldfield. 


Lucia, Daughter to Lucius. Mrs. Porter. 


SCENE, A large Hall in the Governors 
Palace of Utica. 
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ATT L BOTHELL 
PORTIUS, MARCUS. 


Port TLU 5 


nk Dawn is over - caſt, the Morning 


WS — AT 


72 low'rs, 


Of Cato and of Rome Our Father's Death 
Would fill up all the Guilt of Civil War, 
And cloſe the Scene of Blood. A' dy Cz/ar 
Has ravag'd more than half the Globe, and fees 
Mankind grown thin by his deſtructive Sword : 
Should he go further, Numbers would be wanting 
To form new Battles, and ſupport his Crimes. 
Ye Gods, what Havock does Ambition make 
Among your Works ! 
Marc. Thy ſteddy Tags. Portias, 
Can look on Guilt, Rebellion, Fraud, and Ca, ſar, 
In the calm Lights of mild Philoſophy ; 
I'm tortur'd, even to Madneſs, when | think 
On the proud Victor: ev'ry Time he's nam'd 
Pharſalia riſes to my View I fee 
Th' inſulting Tyrant prancing o'er the Field 
Strow'd with Rome's Citizens, and drench'd in Slaughter, 
His Horſe's Hoofs wet with Patrician Blood ! 
Oh Portius, is there not ſome choſen Curſe, 
Some hidden Thunder in the Stores of Heav'n, 
Red with uncommon Wrath, to blaſt the Man 


Wha 


em. 
can Cas do 


ty Head 


r uſurp'd, 
char 

"rate World 

uards, direct 


, and Rome. 


but on the Guil 


forms 
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of Reman Greatneſs, 


„ and Pow 
engeance of his Arm 
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Draw all the V 


a World, a baſe 
in Utica he vainl 


Epitome 
cover 


courts 
up 
poor 
And, 


Mare. Who knows not this? But w 


Thee 


His Sword ne'er fell 


d with Ni G 
tem ot us to renounce his 
us 
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Por. Remember what our Father oft has 


ot us to 


Lacia kind. 


To 
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ngth, work ev'ry Nerve, 


Brother is thy Rival 
thy Temper 
itue's on the 


J 


thy 


know 
y V 


Now, Marcazs, now, th 
Put forth th 


Were but m 
*ather in thy Soul: 


Per. Thou ſeeſt not that 


But I muſt hide it, for I 
y utmoſt Stre 
up all thy F 


And call 


In high Ambition, and a Thirſt of Greatneſs 
'Tis Econd Life, it grows into the Soul, 

Warms ev'ry Vein, and beats in ev'ry Pulſe, 

I feel it here: My Reſolution melts —— 

Per. Behold young Jula, the Numidiaz Prince! 
With how much Care he forms himſelf to Glory, 
And breaks the Pierceneſs of his Native Temper 
Lo copy out aur Father's bright Example. 

He loves our Sifter Marcia, greatly loves her, 
His Eyes, his Looks, his Aftions all betray it: 
Bat ſtill the mother d Fandneſs burns within him. 
When moſt it ſwells, and labours for 2 Vent, 
The Senſe of Honour and Defire of Fame 
Drive the big Paſſion back into bis Heart. 
What! an African, ſhall Judas Heir 
ä great Cate s Son, and ſhew the World 
A Virtue wanting in a Reman Soul? 
Marc. Portius, no more! your Words leave Stungs 
behind 'em. 
When-e'er did Juba, or did Portius, ſhew 
A Virtue that has caſt me at a Diſtance, 
ay . 3 7 of od 
ar. cus, I know rous Tem 3 
Fling but th' Appearance of — N. 
It ſtraight takes Fire, and mounts into a Blaze. 

Marc. A Brother's Suff rings claim aBrother's Pity. 

Por. Heav'n knows I pity : Behald my Eyes 
Ev'n whilſt I ff they not ſwim in Tears ? 
Were but my az naked to thy View, 

Marcus would ſer is bleed in his Behalf. . 
Marc. Why chen doſt treat me with Rebukes, * 


ſtemper d Soul, that ſwells 
With ſudden Guſts, and finks as ſoon in Calms, 
The Sport of Paſſions: But Sempronius comes 


He muſt not find this Softneſs hanging on me. [Exit, 


SCENE II. 


Enter StEMPRONLUS 


Sempronius. 
ſpiracies no ſooner ſhou'd be form'd 

Than executed. What means Portizs here? 
J like not that cold Youth. . I muſt diſſemble, 
And ſpeak a Language foreign to my Heart. [ Aſidi. 

Sempronins, Portius. 

Good Morrow, Portius ! let us once embrace, 
Once more embrace ; whilſt yet we both are free. 
To-morrow ſhou'd we thus expreſs our Friendſhip, 
Each might receive a Slave into his Arms, 
This Sun perhaps, this Morning Sun's the laſt, 
That e'er ſhall riſe on Roman Liberty. 

Por. My Father has this Morning call'd together 

To this poor Hall, his little Roman Senate, 

(The Leavings of Pharſalia) to conſult 

If yet he can oppoſe the mighty Torrent 

'That bears down Rome, all her Gods before it, 
Or muit at length give up the World to Cz/ar. 

Semp. Not all the Pomp and Majeſty of Rome 
Can raiſe her Senate more than Cat's Preſence 
His Virtues render our Aſſembly awful, 

They ſtrike wich ſomething like religious Fear, 

And make ev'n Ceſar tremble at the Head 

Of Armies fluſh'd with Conqueſt. O my Portizs, 
Could I but call that wond'rous Man my — 2 
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Wou'd but thy Siſter Marcia be propitious 
To thy Friend's Vows, I might be bleſs'd indeed! 
Por. Alas ! Sempronins, would'ft thou talk of Love 
To IN ; 
Thou might'i as court trembling Veſtal, 
Wien eholde the Hely Page wing. 
Semp. The more I fee the Wanders of thy Race, 
bond: 3 d. Thou muſt take heed, my 
ortius 
The World has all its Eyes on Cato's Son, i 
Thy Father's Merit ſets thee up to View, | 
And ſhews thee in the faireſt Point of Light, | 
To make thy Virtues, or thy Faults, conſpi . 
Mor. Well doſt thou ſeem to check my Lingring here 
On this important Hour — I'll ftraight away, 
And while the Fathers of the Senate meet 
In cloſe Debate to weigh the Events of War, 
I'll animate the Soldier's drooping 
With Love of Freedom, and Contempt of Life : 
I'll thunder in their Ears their Country's Cauſe. 
Are 
"Tis not in M to Command Succeſs, 
But we'll do more, Sempronizs, we'll Deſerve it. ¶ Exit, 
Sempronius ſolus. 
Curſe on the Stripling ! how he Ape's his Sire ? 
Ambitiouſly ſententious — But I * 
Old Sybax comes not; his Namidian Genius 
Is well diſpoſed to Miſchief, were he prompt, 
And eager on it; but he muſt be ſpurr d. 
And ev'ry Moment quickned to the Courſe. 
— - Cato has uſed me ill: He has refuſed 
His Daughter Marcia to my ardent Vows. 
Beſides, his baffled Arms and ruin'd Cauſe 
Are Bars to my Ambition, Cz/ar's Favour, 
That ſhow'rs down Greatneſs on his Friends, will raiſe 


— — > - 


me 
To Rome's firſt Honours. If I give up Cato, 
I] claim in my Reward his cadre Daughter. 
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SyyrHar, SEMPFRONDES. 
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Complain aloud of — 
And wait but the Command to change their Maſter 

Semp. Believe me, Spbar, there's no Time to waſts; 
Even E IUTIE Crnquanmngumes on, 


At Rn upon us ev'ry Moment, 
Alas know'fR noe Coſer's —ę—e— 
With what x dteadful Courie he ruſhes on 
From War to War? In vain has Nature form'd 
Mountains and Oceans to oppoſe his Pailage ; 

He bounds'o'er all, victorious in his March; 

The An and C fink before him, 

Winds and Waves, and Storms he works his 


t for the Bande; One Day more 
4 2 Vide enbrag wv Toung Fake 
But tell me, yet er 
Thar fin would recommend thee more to Cg, 
And challengs better Terms. 
He tie, foo dd Thane full 

e's 3 are 
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(For ev'ry Inſtant I expect him here,) 
If yet I can ſubdue thoſe ſtubborn Principles 
Of Faith, of Hemour, and I know not what, 
That have d his Namidian Temper, 
ELIT — rs 1 
ö to ev” 
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Is call'd together ? Gods ! Thou maſt be camtious! | 


Let me alone, good Syphax, I'll conceal 
| in Paſſion (us the ſareſt Way :) 
T bellow out for mu, aer 


bar, I joy to meet thee thus alone. 
[ have obſerv'd of late thy Looks are fall's, 
O'ercaſt with gloomy Cares and Difconcent ; 

Then tell me, Sypher, A+ 

What are the Thoughts that — . 
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And turn thine Eye thus coldly on thy Prince : | 
Spb. Tis not my Talent to conceal my Thoughts, 
Or Smiles and Sun-ſhine in my Face, 
When Di fits heavy at my Heart. 
J have not yet ſo much the Roman in me. 
Jub. Why doſt thou caſt out ſuch ungen'rous Terms 
Againſt the Lords and Sov'reigns of the World? 
thou not ſee Mankind down before them, 
And own the Force of their ſuperior Virtue ? 
Is there a Nation in the Wilds of 4frick, 
Amidf our barren Rocks, and burning Sands, 
That does not tremble at the Roman Name? 
Spb. Gods l where's the Worth that ſets this People up 
Above your own Nimidia's tawny Sons! 
Do they with tougher Sinews bend the Bow ? 
Or flies the Jav lin ſwiſter to its Mark, 
Launch'd from the Vigour of a Roman Arm ? 
Who like our active AFfricax inſtructs 
'The fiery Steed, — — Lordeoogy 
Or guides in Troops th'embattled Elephant, 
Loaden with War ? Theſe, theſe are Arts, my Prince, 
In which your Zama does not ſtoop to Rome. 
Tub. Theſe all are Virtues of a meaner Rank, 
PerfeCtions that are plac d in Bones and Nerves. 
A Roman Soul is — - Aer 
To civilize the rude unpoliſh'd World, 
To lay it under the Reſtraint of Laws; 
To make Man mild, and ſociable to Man; 
To cultivate the wild licentious Savage 
With Wiſdom, Diſcipline, and lib'ral Arts: 
The Embelliſhments of Life: Virtues like theſe, 
Make human Nature ſhine, reform the Soul, 
And break our fierce Barbarians into Men. 
Spb. Patience, kind Heav'ns !—Exculc an old Man's 
Warmth 
What are theſe wond'rous cjvilizing Arts, 
This Romas Poliſh, and this ſmooth Behaviour, 
That render Man thus tractable and tame? 
Are they not only to diſguiſe our Paſſions, 
'To ſet our Looks at Variance with our Thoughts, 
Ta cheek the Starts and Sallies of the Soul, 
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And break off all its Commerce with the Tongue ; 
In ſhort, to change us into other Creatures, 
Than what our Nature and 22 us ? 
Zub. To ſtrike thee dumb: Turnup thy to Cato ? 
There may'ſt thou ſee to what a God-like Height 
The Roman V irtues lift up mortal Man, 
While good, and juſt, and anxious for his Friends, 
He's ſtill ſeverely bent againſt himſelf ; 
Renouncing Sleep. and Reſt, and Food, and Eaſe, 
He ftrives with Thirſt and Hanger, Toil and Heat, 
And when his Fortune ſets before him all 
The Pomps and Pleaſures that his Soul can wiſh, 
His rigid Virtue will accept of none, 
Syps. Believe me, Prince, there's not an African 
That traverſes our vaſt Namidian Deſarts, 
In quett of Prey, and lives upon his Bow, 
But better practiſes theſe boaſted Virtues. 
Coarſe are his Meals, the Fortune of the Chaſe, 
Amidſt the running Stream he flakes his Thirft, 
Toils all the Day, and at th' Approach of Night 
On the firſt friendly Bank he throws him down, 
Cr reſts his Head upon a Rock till Morn : 
Then riſes freſh, purſucs his wonted Game, 
And if the following Day he chance to find 
A new Repaſt, or an untaſted Spring, 
Bleſſes his Stars, and thinks it Luxury. 
Tub. Thy Prejudices, Syphax, won't diſcern 
What Virtues grow from Igiiorance and Choice, 
Nor how the Hero differs from the Brute. 
But grant that others cou'd with equal Glory 
Look down on Pleaſures, and the Baits of Senſe ; 
Where ſhall we find the Man that bears Affliction, 
Great and Majeſtick in his Griefs, like Cato? 
Heav'ns! with what Streng®, what Steadineſs of Mind, 
De triumphs in the midſt of ail his Suff rings! 
How does he riſe againſt a Load of Woes. 
And thank the Gods that throw the Weight upon 
him ! 
Sy. Tis Pride, rank Pride, and Haughtineſs of Soul: 
] think the Remans call it *torci/m. 
Had not your Royal F „ ſo highly 
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Of Reman Virtue, and of Cats's Cauſe, 
He had not fall'n by a Slave's Hand i ious: 
Nor would his flaughter'd Army now have lain 
On Africk Sands, disfigur'd with their Wounds, 
To gorge the Wolves and Vultures of Namidia. 
Fub. Why didſt thou call my Sorrows up afreſu? 
My Father's Name brings Tears into my Eyes. 
Spb. Oh, that you'd profit by your Father's Ills ! 
7:6. What wouldft thou have me do? 
Syth. Abandon Cato. 
Jub. Syphax, I ſhou'd be more than twice an Orphan 
By ſuch a Loſs. 
Hob. Ay, there's the Tie that binds you! 
You long to call him Father. Marcia's Charms 
Work in your Heart unſeen, and _w for Cato. 
No wonder you are deaf to all I ſay. 
Jub. Syphax, your Zeal becomes importunate ; 
I've hitherto permitted it to rave, 
And taik at large ; but learn to keep itin, 

Leſt it ſhould more Freedom than I'll give it. 
Syph. Sir, your great Father never us'd me thus, 
Alas, he's dead ! But can you e'er „ 
The tender Sorrows, and the Pangs of Nature, 

The fond Embraces, and — \ Bleſſings, 
Which you drew from him in your laſt Farewel ? 
Still muſt I cheriſh the dear, 24, Remembrance, 
At once to torture, and to pleaſe my Soul. 
The good old King at parting wrung my Hand, 
(His | brim full of Tears) then ſighing cry'd, 
Pr'ythee be careful of my Son ! his Grief 
Swell'd up fo high he could not utter more. 

Tub. Alas, the Story melts away - Ano 
That beſt of Fathers! how ſhall I diſcharge 
The Gratitude and Duty which I owe him! 

Spb. By laying up his Counſels in your Heart. 

Zub. His Counſe!s bade me yield to thy Directions: 
Then, Syphax, chide me in ſevereſt Terms. 
Vent all thy Paſſion, and I'll ſtand its Shock, 
Calm and unruffled as a Summer Sea, 


When not a Breath of Wind flies o'er its Surface. 


Spb. Alas, my Prince, I'd guide you to your . 
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Jub. I do believe thou wou dſt; but tell me how ? 
Syph. Fly from the Fate that follows Cæſar s Foes. 
. My Father ſcorn'd todo it. 
Syph. And therefore dy d. 
Zub. Better to die ten thouſand thouſand Deaths, 
- 'Than wound my Honour. 
r 
„ Sy;hax, I've is d to Temper, 
y wilt thou urge me to confeſs a — 
I long have ſti and would fain conceal ? 
Syph. Believe me Prince, tho' hard to conquer Love, 
"Tis eaſy to divert and break its Force. 
Abſence might cure it, or a ſecond Miſtreſs 
Light up another Flame, and put out this, 
The glowing Dames of Zama's Royal Court 
Have Faces fluſht with more exalted Charms ; 
The Sun that rolls his Chariot o'er their Heads, 
Works up more Fire and Colour in their Cheeks ; 
Were you with theſe, my Prince, you'd ſoon forget 
The pale, unripen'd Beauties of the North. 
Fub. "Tis not a Set of Features, or Complexior, 
The Tincture of a Skin that I admire. 
Beauty ſoon grows familiar to the Lover, 
Fades in his Eye, and palls upon the Senfe. 
The virtuous Marcia tow'rs a her Sex : 
True, ſhe is fair, (Oh, how divinely fair !) 
But till the lovely Maid improves her Charms, 
With inward Greatneſs, unaffected Wiſdom, 
And Sanctity of Manners. Cate's Soul 
Shines out in every Thing ſhe acts or ſpeaks, 
While winning Mildneſs and unattraQtive Smiles 
Dwell in her FR and with becoming Grace 
Soſten the Rigour of her Father's Virtues. 
Sb. How does your Tongue grow wanton in her 
Praiſe ! 
But on my Knees I beg you wou'd con.ider—— 


Euter Marcia and Lucia. 


Jus. Hal ! Szphax, is't not ſhe —— She moves this 


War 
And with ber Lacta, Lois: fiir Daughter. 
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My Heart beats thick -I pry'thee, Syphax, leave me. 
Spb. Ten thouſand Curſes faſten on em both 

Now will this Woman with a fingle Glance 

Undo what Ive been lab ring all this while. [ Exit. 


SCHEND.V. 
Ju SA, MARC IA, Lucia, 
a Juba. 


Ail, charming Maid ! how does thy Beauty ſmooth 
The Face of War, and make ev'n Horror ſmile ! 
At ſight of thee my Heart ſhakes off its Sorrows ; 
I a Dawn of Joy break in upon me, 
And for a while forget th Approach of Cz/ar. 
Mar. I ſhou'd be griev'd, young Prince, to think 
| my Preſence 
Unbent your Thoughts, and flacken'd 'em to Arms, 
While warm with Slaughter, our victorious Foe 
Threatens aloud, and calls you to the Field. 
Fub. O Marcia, let me hope thy kind Concerns 
And gentle Wiſhes follow me to Battle ! 
The Thought will give new Vigcur to my Arms, 
Add Strength and Weight to my deſcending Sword, 
And drive it in a Tempeſt on the Foe 
Marc. My Pray'rs and Wiſhes always ſhall attend 
The Friends of Rome, the omen Caute of Virtue, 
And Men approv'd of by the Gods and Catz. 
Jab. That Juba may deſerve thy pious Cares, 
il gaze for ever on thy God-like Father, 
Tranſplanting, one by one, into my Life, 
lis bright Perfections, till I ſhine like him. 
Mar. My Father never at a Time like this 
Wou'd lay out his great Soul in Words, and waſte 


Such ious Moments 

Sb. Thy Reproofs are juſt, 
Thou virtuous Maid; I'll haſten to my Troops, 
And fire their languid Souls with Cazo's Virtue, 
If e er L lead them to the Field, when all 
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The War ſhall ſtand ranged in its juſt Array, 

And dreadful Pomp: Then will I think on thee ! 

O lovely Maid! "Then will I think on thee ! 

And in the Shock of charging Hoſts, remember 
What glorious Deeds ſhou'd grace the Man, who hopes 
For Marcia's Love. . [Ex:t. 


— 


SCENE VI. 
Lucia, Marcia. 


Lucia. 


Arcia, you're too ſevere: 
How cou d you chide the young good · natured 
Prince, 
And drive kim from you with ſo ſtern an Air, 
A Prince that loves and dotes on you to Death? 
Mar.” Tis therefore, Lucia, that I chide him from me. 
His Air, his Voice, his Looks, his honeſt Soul 
Speak all ſo movingly in his Behalf, 
I dare not truſt myſelf to hear him talk. 
Lc. Why will you fight againſt ſo ſweet a Paſſion, 
And ſteel your Heart to ſuch a World of Charms? 
Mar. How, Lacia, wou dſt thou have me fink away 
In pleaſing Dreams, and loſe myſelf in Love, 
When ev'ry Moment Cato's Life's at Stake? 
Cz/ar comes arm'd with Terror and 12 
And aims his Thunder at my Father's He 
Shou'd not the ſad Occafion ſwallow up 
My other Cares, and draw them all into it ? 
Lac. Why have not I this Conſtancy of Mind, 
Who have ſo many Griefs to try its Force ? 
Sure, Nature form'd me of her ſofteſt Mould, 
Enfeebled all my Soul with tender Paſſions, 
And ſunk me even be'ow mine own weak Sex: 
Pity and Love, by Turns, oppreſs my Heart. 
Mer. Lucia, diſburden all thy Cares cn me, 
And let me ſhare thy moſt retired Diftreſs ; 
Tell me who raiſes up this Conflict in thee ? 
B 3 8 
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Luc. I need not bluſh to name them, when I tell thce 
They're Marcia's Brothers, and the Sons of Cats. 
Mar. They both behold thee with their Siſter's Eyes: 
And often have reveal'd their Paſſion to me. 
But tell me, whoſe Addreſs thou fav reſt moſt ? 
I long to know, and yet Idread to hear it. 
Luc. Which is it Marcia wiſhes for ? 
Marc. For neither _ - 
And yet for both — The Youths have equal Share 
In Marcia's Wiſhes, and divide their Sifter : 
Lut tell me, which of them is Lzcia's Choice? 
Lac. Marcia, they both are high in my Eſteem, 
But in my Love — Why wiltthou make me name him! 
Thou know) ſt it is a blind and fooliſh Paſſion, 
Pleas'd and diſguſted with it knows not what 
Mar. O Lacia, I am perplex'd, O tell me which 
I muſt hereafter call my happy Brother ? 
Luc. Suppoſe twere Portis, could you blame my 


Choice? 
— O Pertiz;, thou haſt ſtol'n away my Soul ! 
graceſul Tenderneſs he loves 


With what a 
And breathes the ſofteſt, the fincereſt Vows! 
Complacency, and Truth, and manly Sweetneſs 
Dwell ever on his T and ſmooth his Thoughts. 
Marcus is over-warm, his fond Complaints 
Have fo much Earneſtneſs and Paffion in them, 
FI hear him with a fecret Kind of Horror, 
And tremble at his Vehemence of Temper. 

Mar. Alas, poor Youth ! how canſt thou throw him 

from thee ? | 

Lacia, thou know'ſt not half the Love he bears thee ? 
Whene'er he f of thee, his Heart's in Flames, 
He ſends out all his Soul in ev'ry Word, 
And thinks, and talks, and looks like one tranſported. 
Unhappy Youth ! How will thy Coldnefs raiſe 
Tempetts and Storms in his afflicted Boſom ! 
] dread the Conſequence. 

Luc. You ſeem to plead 
Againſt your Brother Pertius. 

Mar. Heav'n forbid ! 
Had Pertizs been the unſucceſsful Lover, 
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The ſame Compaſſion wou'd have fall'n on him. 
Luc. Was ever Virgin Love diſtreſt like mine 
Portius himſelf oft falls in Tears before me, 
As if he mourn'd his Rival's ill Succeſs, 
Then bids me hide the Motions of my Heart, 
Nor ſhew which way it turns. So much he fears 
The ſad Effects, that it would have on Marcus. 
Mar. He knows too well how eaſily he's fired, 
And weu'd not plunge his Brother in Deſpair, 
But waits for happier Times, and kinder Moments. 
Luc. Alas, too late I find myſelf involv'd 
Io endleſs Griefs, and Labyrinths of Woe, 
Born to afflit my Marcia s Family, 
And ſow Di in the Hearts of Brothers, 
Formenting Thought ! it cuts into my Soul. 
Air. Let us not, / ucia, aggravate our Sorrows, 
But to the Gods permit th Event of Things, 
Our Lives, diſcolour'd with our preſent Woes, 
1 bright, and ſmile with happier Hours. 
the pure limpid Stream, when foul with Stains 
Of ruſhing Torrents, and deſcending Rains, 
Works itſelf clear, and as it runs, reſines, 
Till by „ the floating Mirror ſhines, 
Reflects Flow'r that on the Border grows, 


And a new Heav'n in its fair Boſom ſhews. [ Excunt. 
The Zad f the firſt 48. 
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ACT UI. SCENE I. 
The SENATE. 


| Sempronius. 
DOME ſtill ſurvives in this aſſembled Senate 
Let us remember we are Cato's Friends, 
And act like Men who claim that glorious Title, 
S Luc. Cato wil ſoon be here and open to 25 
aſion· of our Meeting. Hark ! he comes 
[4 Sound of 7 rumpets. 
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May all the Guardian Gods of Nome direct him 
Euter Cato. 


Cato. Fathers, we once again are met in Council. 
Cz/ar's Approach has ſummon'd us 5 
And Rome attends her Fate from our Neſolves: 
How ſhall we treat this bold aſpiring Man? 
Succeſs ſtill follows him, and backs his Crimes: 
Pharjalia gave him Rome, Egypt has fince 
Receiv'd his Yoke, and the whole Mi is Cz/ar's. 
V hy ſhould I — 7 eres Overthrow, 
And Scipio s Death? Numidia's burning Sands 
Still ſmoke with Blood. Tis time we ſhould decree 
hat Courſe to take. Our Foe advances on us, 
And envies us even Libya's ſultry Deſarts. 
i athers, pronounce yoor Thoughts, are they ſlill fixt 
bold it out, and fight it to the laſt ? 
iar zour Hearts ſubdu'd at length, and wrought 
, and ill Succets, to a Submitſion ? 
© {rotens, ſyprak. 
deu. My Voice is ſtill for War. 
Gods, can a Roman Senate long debate | 
Which of the two to chooſe, Slav'ry or Death 
No, let us rife at once, gird on our Swords, 
And at the Head of our remaining Troops, 
Attack the Foe, break through the thick Array 
Of his throng' d Legions, home upon him. 
Perhaps ſome Arm, more lucky than the reft, 
May reach his Heart, and free the World from Bondage. 
Riſe, Fathers, riſe ! tis Nene demands your Help: 
Riſe. and revenge her ſlaughter'd Citizens, 
Or ſhare their Fate !_ The Corps of half her Senate 
Manure the Fields of Thea, while we 
Sit here delib rating in cold Debates, 
If we ſhould ſacrifice our Lives to Honour, 
Or wear them out in Servitude and Chains. 
Rouſe up for Shame l cur Brothers of Phar/afa 
Point at their Wounds, and cry aloud>—To Battle 
Great Pompey's Shade complains that we are flow, 
And Ccipio's Ghoit walks unrevenged amongſt us ! 
C270. Let not a Torrent of impetuous Zeal 
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thee thus beyond the Bounds of Reaſon: 
True Fortitude is ſeen in great Exploits 
That Juſtice warrants, and that Wiſdom guides, 
All elſe is tow'ring Frenzy and Diſtraction. 
Are not the Lives of thoſe who draw the Sword 
In Rme's Defence intruſted to our Care? 
Should we thus lead them to 2 Field of Slaughter, 
Might not th' impartial World with Reaſon ſay 
We laviſh'd at our Deaths the Blood of Thouſands, 
To grace our Fall, and make our Ruin glorious ? 
Lacius, we next would know what's your Opinion. 
Luc. My Thoughts I muſt confeſs are turn'd on Peace. 
Already have our Quarrels fill'd the World 
With Widows, and with Orphans : Scythia mourns 
Our guilty Wars, and Earth's remoteit Regions 
Lie half unpeopled by the Feuds of Rome : 
"Tis Time to ſheath the Sword, and ſpare Mankind. 
It is not Cz/ar, but the Gods, my Fathers, 
The Gods declare againſt us, and repel : 
Our vain Attempts. © To urge the Foe to Battle, 
(Prompted by blind Revenge and wild Deſpair ) 
Were to refuſe th' Awards of Providence, 
And not to reſt in Heav'ns Determination. 
Already have we ſhewn our Love to Rome, 
Now let us ſhew Submiſſion to the Geds. 
We took up Arms, not to revenge ourſelves, 
But free the Commonwealth ; when this End fail-, 
Arms have no further U'e : Our Country's Cauſe, 
That drew our Swords, now wreſts em from our Hand 
And bids us not delight in Reman Blood, 
mapa ſhed: what Men could do, 
Is done already: Heav'n and Earth will witneſe, 
If Fame mult fall, that we are Innocent. 
Semp. This ſmooth Diſcourſe, and mild Behaviour of: 
Conceal a Traitor — Something whiſpers me 
All is not right Cato, beware of Lucius, 
[Alle io Cato 
Cato. Let us appear nor Raſh nor Diffident: 
Immod'rate Valour ſwells into a Fault ; 
And Fear, admitted into publick Councils, 
Betrays like Treaſon. Let us ſhun em both. 
Fathers, I cannot ſee that our Affairs 
; B 5 Are 
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Are grown thus deſp'rate, we have Bulwarks round us: 
Within our Walls are Troops enured to Toil 
In 4frick's Heat, and ſeaſon'd to the Sun; 
Numidia's ſpacious Kingdom lies behind us, 
Ready to nie at its young Prince's Call. | 
Whi e there is Hope do not diſtruſt the Gods: 
But wait atleaſt till Cæſar 's near Approach 
Force us to yield. "Twill never be too late 
o ſue for Chains, and own 4 Conqueror. 
hy thould Rome fall a Moment ere her Time? 
No, let us draw her Term of Freedom out 
In its full Length, and ſpin it to the laſt, 
So ſhall we gain fill one Day's Liberty; 
And let me periſh, but in Cato's Judgment, 
_ A Day, an IIcur of virtuous Liberty, 
Is worth a whole Eternity in Bondage. 
Exter Marcus. 
Marc. Fathers, this Moment, as I watch'd the Gate, 
Lodg'd on my Poſt, a Herald is arriv'd 
From Ce/:r's Camp, and with him comes old Decius, 
The Renan Knight; he carries in his Locks 
Impatience, and demands to ſpeak with Cate. 
Catz. By Fermiſſion, Fathers, bid him enter. 
[Exit Marcus. 
£c:us was once my Friend, but other Proſpects 
Have looſed thoſe Ties, and bound him faſt to Ce/ar. 
His Meſſage may determine our Reſolves. 


SCENE II. 
Decius, Car 0. 
Decius. 
ar ſends Health to Cato 
Cato. Cou'd he ſend it 
To Cato's ſlaughter'd Friends, it would be welcome. 
Are not vour Orders to addreſs the Senate? 
Der. My Buſineſs is with Cats; Cz/ar ſees 
The Straits to which you are driven; and, as he knows 
Cato's high Worth, is anxious for your Life. 
Cato. My Life is grafted on the Fate of Rome : 
Wou'd he fave Cato ? Bid him ſpare his Country. 


Tell 


Tell your Dictator this: Aud tell him, Cato 
Diſdains a Life, which he has Power to offer. 


onqueſts, and denied his Triumphs. 
Why will not Cato be this Cæſar's Friend? 
Cato. 'Thoſe very Reaſons thou haſt urged, forbid it. 
Dec. Cato, I've Orders to expoſtulate, 
And reaſon with you, as from Friend to Friend 
Think on the Storm that gathers o'er your Head, 
And threatens ev ry Hour to burſt upon it; 
Still may you ſtand high in your Country's Honours, 
Do but comply, and make your Peace with Cæſar. 
Rome will rejoice, and caſt its Eyes on Cato, 
As on the Second of Mankind. 
Cato. No more : 
I muſt not think of Life on ſuch Conditions. 
Dec. Cæſar is well acquainted with your Virtues, 
And therefore ſets this Value on your Life : 
Let him but know the Price of Cat's Friendſkip, 
And name Terms. 
Cato. Bid him diſband his Legions, 
Reftore the Commonwealth to Liberty, 
Submit his Actions to the public Cenſure, 
And ſtand the Jadgment of a Roman Senate. 
Bid him do this, and Cato is his Friend. 
Der. Cato, the World talks loudly of your Wiſdom — 
Cato. Nay more, tho" Cat's Voice was ne'er employ d 
To clear the Guilty, and to varniſh Crimes, 
Myſelf will mount the Roftraum in his Favour, 
And ſtrive to gain his Pardon from the People. 
Dee. A Stile, like this, becomes a Conqueror. 
Cato. Decius, a Stile, like this, becomes a Reman. 
Dec. What is a Roman, that is C/ar's Foc ? 
Cato. Greater than Cz/ar : he's a Friend to Virtur. 
Dec. Conſider, Cato, you're in Utica, 
And at the Head of your own little Senate; 
You don't now thunder in the Capitol, 
With all the Mouths of Rome to ſecond you. 
Cato. Let him confider That, who drives us kicker ? 
"Tis Cæſar's Sword has made Rome's Senate Little, 
And thinn'd its Ranks, Alas, thy dazzled _ 8 


* 


- 
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Beholds this Man in a falſe glaring Light, 
W hich eſt and 2 „ 
Did'| thou but view him right, thoud'ſſee him black 
With Murder, Sacrilege, and Crimes, 
That ftrike my Soul with Horror but to name em. 
I know thou ſt on me, as on a Wretch 
Beſet with Ills, and cover'd with Misfortunes ; 
But, by the Gods I ſwear, Millions of Worlds 
Shou'd never buy me to be like that Cæſar. 
Dec. Does Cato ſend this Anſwer back to Cæſar, 
For all his gen'rous Cares and proffer'd Friendſhip 7 
Cato. His Cares for me are inſolent and vain : 
Preſumptuous Man! The Gods take Care of Cato. 
Wou'd Cæſar ſhew the Greatneſs of his Soul? 
Bid him employ his Care for theſe my Friends, 
And make good Uſe of his ill-gotten Pow'r, 
Py ſnieltering Men much better than himſelf. 
Dec. Your high unconquer'd Heart makes you forget 
You are a Man. You ruſh on your Deſtruction. 
But I have done. When I relate hereafter 
The Tale of this unhappy Embaſiy, 
All Rome will be in Tears. [ Exit. Decius 


SCENE III. 


SxuPRONItUS Lucius, CAro. 
Sempronius. 

470, we thank thee. 

The mighty Genius of Immortal Nome 

Speaks in thy Voice, thy Soul breathes Liberty. 

Ceſar will ſhrink to hear the Words thou utter'ſt, 

And ſnudder in the midſt of all his Conqueſts. 

Tuc. The Senate owns its Gratitude to Cato, 

Who with fo great a Soul conſults its Safety, 

And guards cur Lives while he neglects his own. 
Semp. Sempronius gives no Thanks on this Account. 

Lucius ſeems fond of Life; but what is Life? 

Tis not to ſtalk about, and draw freſh Air 

From Lime to Time, or gaze upon the Sun; 

"Tis to be free. When Liberty is gone, 

Life grows infipid, and has loſt its Reliſh. 

© cou'd my dying Hand but lodge a Sword 


—_— 


=” 


— 
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In Czſar's Boſom, and my Country, 
By Heav'ns I 89 of Death, 
And ſmile in Agony. 

Lac. Others, perhaps, | 
May ſerve their Country with as warm a Zeal, 
Tho' tis not kindled into ſo much Rage. 

Semp. This ſober Conduct is a mighty Virtue 
"_ -_ i Sempronius 

0. no more, HS, 

All here are Friends to Rome, and to each other. 
Let us not weaken ftill the weaker Side 
By our Diviſions. 

Semp. Cato, Reſentments 
Are ſacrificed to — l ſtand reproved. 

Cato. Fathers, tis Time you come to a Reſolve. 

Luc. Cato, we all go into your Opinion. 
Cæſar s Behaviour has convinc'd the Senate 
We ought to hold it out till Terms arrive. 

Semp. We ought to hold it out till Death; but, Cars, 
My private Voice is drown'd amidſt the Senate's. 

Cato. Then let us riſe, my Friends, and ſtrive to fill 
This little Interval, this Pauſe of Life, 
(While yet our Liberty and Fates are doubtful) 
With Reſolution, Friend hip, Raman Bravery, 
And all the Virtues we can crowd into it ; 
That Heav'n may ſay it ought to be prolong'd, 
Fathers, farewel —— The young Namidian Riace 
Comes forward, and expects to know our Counſels. 

[ Exeznt Senatcrs. 


SCENE. VV. 


CaTo, JUuBa. 


Cato. 
UBA, the Roman Senate has reſolv d, 
Till Time give better Proſpects, ſtill to keep 

The Sword unſheath'd, and turn its Edge on Cæſar. 

Fuba. The Reſolution fits a Reman Senate. 
But, Cato, lend me for a while thy Patience, 
And condeſcend to hear a young Man ſpeak. 
My Father, when ſome Days before his Death 
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He ordered me to march to Utica 
(Alas, I thought not then his Death fo near!) 
Wept o'er me, preſt me in his aged Arms, 6 
And, as his Griefs gave Way, my Son, faid he, 
Whatever Fortune befall thy Father, 
Be Cato's Friend ; he'll train thee up to Great 
And Virtuous Deeds: Do but obſerve him well, 
Thou lt ſhun Misfortunes, or thou lt learn to bear em. 
Cato. Juba, thy Father was a worthy Prince, 
And merited, alas! a better Fate; 
But Heav'n thought otherwiſe. 
Fub. My Father's Fate, 
In ſpite of all the Fortitude, that ſhines 
Before my Face, in Cato's great Example, 
Subdnes my Soul, and fills my Eyes with Tears. 
Cato. It is an honeſt Sorrow, and becomes thee. 
Fub. My Father drew Reſpect from foreign Climes : 
The Kings of Mick ſought him for their Friend; 
Kings far remote, that rule, as Fame 
Behind the hidden Sources of the Nile. 
In diftant Worlds, on t other fide the Sun: 
Oft have their black Ambaſſadors appeared, 
Loaden with Gifts, and fll'd the Courts of Zama. 
Cato. I am no Stranger to thy Father's Greatneſ: ! 
Jub. I would not boaſt the Greatneſs of my Father, 
But point out new Alliances to Caro. 
Had we not better leave this Utica, 
To arm Numidia in our Cauſe, and court 
Th' Aſſiſtance of my Father's pow'rful Friends? 
Did they know Cato, our remoteſt Kings 
Wou'd pour embattled Multitudes about him; 
Their ſwarthy Hoſts wou'd darken all our Plains, 
Doubling the native Horror of the War, 
And ing Death more grim. 
Cato. And canſt thou think 


Cato will fly before the Sword of , 
Reduc'd like Hannibal to ſeek Reli 

From Court to Court, and wander up and down 
A Va nd in Africk / 
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9 
My Heart is wounded when I ſee ſuch Virtue 


H 
Afflicted by the Weight of ſuch Misfortunes. 


Cato. Thy Nobleneſs of Soul obliges me 
But know, young Prince, that Valour ſoars above 
What the world calls Misfortune and AMiQion. 
Theſe are not Ills ; elſe wou'd they never fall ; 
On Heav'n's firſt Fav'rites, and the beſt of Men: 
The Gods, in Bounty, work up Storms about ns, 
That give Mankind occafion to exert 
Their hidden Strength, and throw out into Practice 
Virtues which ſhun the Day, and lie conceal'd 
In the ſmooth Seaſons and the Calms of Life. 

Jub. "Y — d hene er thou talk'ſt! I pant for 

irtue 

And all ay endeavours at Perfection. [Toils, 


Cato. Doſt thou love Watchings, Abſtinence, and 
Laborious Virtues all? Learn them from Cate : 


Succeſs and Fortune muſt thou learn from Cæſar. 
Jub. The beſt Fortune that can fall on Juba. 
The whoſe 8 at which my Heart aſpires, 
Depends on Cato. 
Cato. What does Juba ſay? 
Thy Words confound me. 
Tub. I 217 retract them. 
Give em me again. They aim'd at nothing. 
Cato. Lo; odor young Prince ; make not 
my 
A Stranger to thy Thoughts 
Fab. C Oh, they're -—— 
Still let me hide them. 
Cato. What can Juba aſk 
That Cato will refuſe ! 
Jub. I fear to name it. 
NMarria — inherits all her Father's Virtues. 
Cato. What wou'df thou ſay ? 
Jub. Cato, thou haſt a Daughter. 
Cato. Adieu young Prince: | wou'd not hear a Word 
Shou'd leſſen thee in my Eſteem : Remember 
The Hand of Fate is over us, and Heav'n 
Exacts Severity from all our Thoughts: 
It is not now a Time to talk of ought 


But Chains, or Conqueſt ; Liberty, or Death. [Fxe. 
a a 8K N 5 
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SYPHAX, JUBA, 
Syphax. 
OW's this, my Prince! What, cover'd with 
look * Philoſopher 
ou as if yon ſtern Phi 
Had juſt now chid you. 
Ju. Syphax, I'm undone ! 
Hob. I know it well. 


| Zub. Cato thinks meanly of me. 
Hob. And fo will all Mankind. 


Fub. I've o to him 
The Woke ar my Soul, my Love = Marcia. 
Syph. Cato's a proper Perſon to intru 
A pa Tale with. 
Jub. Oh, I could pierce my Heart, 
My fooliſh Heart! Was ever Wretch like Fabe / 
Syph. Alas, my Prince, how are you chang'd of late 
I've known young Juba riſe before the Sun, 
To beat the Thicket where the * flept, 
Or ſeek the Lion in his dreadful Haunts : 
How did the Colour mount into your Cheeks, 
When firſt you rous'd him to the Chaſe ! I've feen you, 
Ev'n in the Libyan Dog-days, hunt him down, 
Then charge him cloſe, provoke him to the Ra 
Of Fangs and Claws, and ſtooping from your Horſe 
Rivet the panting Savage to the Ground. 
Fub. Pr'ythce, no more! 
Syph. How would the old King ſmile 
To ſee you weigh the Paws, when tipp'd with Gold, 
And throw the thaggy Spoils about your Shoulders ! 
Fab. Syphax, this old Man's Talk (tho' Honey flow'd 
Inev'ry Word) wou'd now loſe all its 8 b 
| Ca ney and Marcia loſt for ever ! 1 
pb. Young Prince, I yet cou'd give you good Advice, 
Marcia mi he. ſtill be — i 
Tub. ſay ſt thou, Syphax ? 
By Heav'ns thou turn 'ſt me all into Attention. 
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$yph. Marcia might ſtil; be Yours. 

Tub. As how, Dear Syphax ? 

Sy. Juba commands Numidia's hardy T 
Mounted on Steeds, unnſed to the Reſtraint 
Of Curbs or Bits, and fleeter than the Winds: 
Give but the Word, we'll ſnatch this Daunſel up, 
And bear her off. 

Jub. Can ſuch diſhoneſt Thoughts 
Riſe up in Man ! wou'dit thou ſeduce my Youth 
To do an Act that wou'd deftroy my Honour? 

Syph. Gods, I cou'd tear my Beard to hear you talk 
Honour's a fine imaginary Notion, 
That draws in raw and unexperienced Men 
To real Miſchieſs, while they hunt a Shadow. 

Jub. Would ſt thou degrade thy Prince into a Ruftant 

Syph. The boaſted Anceſtors of theſe great Men, 
Whoſe Virtues you admire, were all ſuch Rufhans ! 
This Dread of Nations, this Almighty Rome, 
That comprehends in her wide Empise's Bounds 
All under Heav'n, was founded on a Rape, 
Your Scipis s, Ce/ar's, Pompey's, and your Cato's, 
(Theſe Gods on Earth) are all the ſpurious Brood 
„ e | far chr wry Head of tin 

. » 1 fear £ 
Abounds too much in cur Numidian Wiles, [World. 
Syph. Indeed, my Prince, you want to know the 

You have not read Mankind, your Youth admires 
The Throws and Swellings of a Roman Soul, 
Cato's bold Flights, th' — 4 of Virtue. 

Tub. - Knowledge of the World makes Man per- 

zous, 

May Tuba ever live in Ignorance ! 

Syph. Go, go, you're Young. 


A falſe old Traitor. 
Syph. IT have gone too far. [ Jfide. 
Jus. Cato know the Baſeneſs of thy Soul. 
Syph. I muſt appeaſe this Storm, or periſh in it. [ 4/ide. 
Young Prince, behold theſe Locks that are grown white 
Beneath a Helmet in your Father's Battles. Tub 
ay 


row down the Merit of 

This the Reward of a w : 

—— Curſe on the Boy ! how ſteadily he hears me! [ {{e. 
Fub. Is it becauſe the Throne of my Forefather: 

Still ſtands unfill'd, and that Numidia's Crown 

Hangs doubtful yet, whoſe Head it ſhall incloſe, 

Thou thus preſumeſt to treat thy Prince with Scorn ? 
Syph. Why will you rive my Heart with ſuch Ex- 

? 


Does not old Sypbaæ follow you to War? 
What are his Aims ? Wh he load with Darts 
His trembling Hand, and cruſh beneath a Caſk 
His wri Brows ? What is it he aſpires to ? 
Is it not this ? to ſhed the flow Remains, 
His laſt poor Ebb of Blood in your Defence ! 
ub, Syphax, no more ! I would not hear you talk. 
yh. Not hear me talk! What, when my Faith to Juba, 
My Royal Maſter's Son, is call'd in queſtion ? 
My Prince may ſtrike me dead, and I'll be dumb: 
But whilft I live I ruſt not hold my Tongue, 
And languiſn out old Age in his Diſpleaſure. 
7ab. Thou know'ſt the Way too well into my Heart, 
I do believe thee loyal to thy Prince. 
Sy What greater Inſtance can I give! I've offer'd 
To do an Action, which my Soul abhors, 
a5 oY you whom you love at any Price. 
7 Was this thy Motive? I've been too haſty. 
yh. And tis for this myPrince, you call'dm e Traitor. 
Nay further, threaten'd you'd complain to Cato. 
Of what, my Prince, wou'd you complain to Cato ? 
That Syphax loves you, and wou'd ſacrifice 
His Life, nay more, his Honour in your Service. 
Jub. Syphax, I know thou lov'ft me; but indeed, 
Thy Zeal for Juba carry'd thee too far. 
Honour's a facred Tie, the Law of Kings, 
The noble Mind's diſtinguiſhing Perfection, 
'That aids, and ſtrengthens Virtue, where it meets her, 
And imitates her Actions, where the is not: 


It ought not to be ſported with. 


Seh. 


©: A T7 GO 43 
Hb. By Heav'ns 
I'm — * deat talk thus, tho' you chide me ! 
Alas, I've hitherto been uſed to think 
2 
The ruling , that t to burn 
0 — fr. in a Subj 3 
the People who preſerve their Honour 
By ihe fame Duties that oblige their Prince ! 
K. Sypbax, nn 
umidia's among the Nations 
— able V = Our Punick Faith 
Is infamous, . Proverb. 
Szphax, we'll join our Cares, to purge away 
Our Country's Crimes, and clear her Reputation, = 
Syph. Believe me, Prince, you make 
Jo hear you talk but Ln Tears of _ 
If e'er your Father's Crown adorn your Brows, 
Namidia will be bleſt by Cato's Lectures. 
Tub. Syphax, thy Hand! we'll mutually 
The Warath of outh, and Frowardneſs of 
Thy Prince eſteems thy Worth, od oy Fee. 
If e'er the Scepter comes into my Hand, 
S:phax ſhall ſtand the ſecond in my Kingdom 
Syob. Why will you overwhelm my Age withKindneſs ? 
My Joy. grows burdenſome, [ and — 
Syphax, farewel. od, oem and try to find 
Me bleſt Occaſion that may 6 ud. 
In Cato's Thoughts. 7 _ Man 
Approve my Deeds, than Worlds for my Admirers [Exie. 


9 Syphax /o/us. 

oung Men ſoon and ſoon Affronts. 
Old Age is flow in \ hay falſe old Traitor ! 
Thoſe Words, raſh Boy, may chance to coſt thee dear. 
My Heart had fill ſome fooliſh Fondneſs for thee ; 

But hence ! "tis gone: I give it to the Winds 

Ceſar, I'm wholly thine. 


SCENE 


- — 2 — — — — 
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SCENE VI. 


SY PY HAN, SEMPRONIUS. 


Syphax. 
LL hail, Sempronius / 
Well, Cats's Senate is refoly'd to wait 
The Fury of a Siege before it yields. 
Semp. Syphax, we both were on the Verge of Fate : 
Lucius declared for Peace, and Terms were offer'd 
To Cato by a Meſſenger from Cz/ar. 
Shou'd they ſabmit ere our Deſigns are ripe, 
We both muſt periſh in the common Wreck, 
Loft in a 22 undiſtinguiſh'd Ruin. 
Spb. But how ftands Cato ? 
_ 'T hou haſt ſeen Mount Atlas: 
Whilſt Storms and Tempeſts thunder on its Brows, 
And Oceans break their Billows-at its Feet, 
It ſtands unmoved, and glories in its Height. 
Such is that ty Man ; his tow'ring Soul, 
Midſt all the Shocks and Injuries of Fortune, 
Riſes 2 and looks down on Ceſar. 
„ut what's this M ? 
. Pve praQtis'd with him, 
And a Means to let the Victor know 
That Sypbax and Sempronius are his Friends. 
But let me now examine in my Turn: 
Is Fuba fixt ? 
Syph. Yes -— but it is to Cato. 
Tre try'd the Force of ev'ry Reaſon on him, 
Sooth and careſs'd, been angry, ſooth'd again, 
Laid Safety, Life, and Int'reſt in his Sight. 
But all are vain, he ſcorns them all for Cato. : 
Semp. Come, tis no matter, we ſhall do without him. 
He'll make a pretty Figure in a Triumph, 
And ſerve to trip before the Victor's Chariot. 
2 I now may hope thou haſt foriook 
y 


Fuba's Cauſe, and wiſheſt Marcia mine. 
Sypb. May ſhe be thine as faſt as thou would ſt have her. 
Semp. Syphex, | love that Woman ; tho I curſe | 
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Her and myſelf, yet ſpite of me, I love her. 
Syph. Make Cato ſure, and give up Liica, 
Cæſar will ne er refuſe thee fuch a Trifle. 
But are thy Troops prepar'd for a Revolt ? 
Do's the Sedition catch from Man to Man, 
And run among their Ranks ? 
Semp. All, all is ready, 
The factious Leaders are our Friends, that 
Murmurs and Diſcontents among the Soldiers, 
They count their toilſome Marches, long Fatigues, 
Unuſual Faſtings, and will bear no more 
This Medley of Philoſophy and War. 
Within an Hour they'll ſtorm the Senate-Houſe. 
Sypb. Mean while I'll draw my Numidian Troops 
Within the Square to exerciſe their Arms, 
And, as Iſee Occaſion, favour thee. 
J laugh to think how your unſhaken Cato 
Will took aghaſt, while unforeſeen Deſtruction 
Pours in upon him thus from every Side. 
So, where our wide Nzumidian Waſtes extend, 
Sudden, th'impetuous Hurricanes deſcend, 
Wheel through the Air, in cireling Eddies play, 
Tear up the ſtands, and ſweep whole Piains away, 
The helpleſs Traveller, with wild Surpriſe, 
Sees the dry Deſart all around him ric, * 
And ſmother'd in the duſty Whirlwind dies. 


[ Exennt, 


The Eud of the Second Act. 


C A T . 
ACT m. SCENE I. 


Mascus ad PortTIUSs. 


Marcus. 


my Stars I have 779 2— 
The Wilds of Life, erel could find a Friend; 
Nature firſt pointed out my Portizs to me, 
And early taught me, ſecret Force, 
To love thy Perſon, ere I knew thy Merit : 
Till what was Inſtinct, grew up into Friendſhip. 

Por. Marcus, the Friendſhips of the World are oft 
Confed'racies in Vice, or Leagues of Pleaſure ; 
Ours has ſevereſt Virtue for its Baſis, 
And ſuch a Friendſhip ends not but with Life. 


Weakneſs, 
Then pr'ythee ſpare me on its tender Side, 
Indulge me but in Love, my other Paſſions 
Shall riſe and fall by Virtue's niceſt Rules. 

Por. When Love's well-timed, 'tis not a Fault to love. 
The Strong, the Brave, the Virtuous, and the Wiſe, 
Sink in the ſoft.Captivity together. 

] would not urge thee to ditmiſs thy Paſſion, 
(I know 'twere in vain) but to ſuppreſs its Force, 
Till better Times may make it look more graceful. 

Marc. Alas! Thou talk'ſ like one who never felt 
Th' impatient Throbs and Longings of a Soul, 
That pants, and reaches after diſtant Good. 

A Lover does not hve by vu'gar Time: 
Believe me, Pertius, in my Lacia's Abſence, 
Liſe hangs upon me, and becomes a Burden ; 
And yet, whea I behold the charming Maid, 
I'm ten Times more undone ; while — and Fear, 
And Grief, and Rage, and Love, riſe up at once, 
Ard with Variety of Pain diſtract me. 
Por. What can thy Periias do to give thee Help ? 
_ Portius, thou oft enjoy'ſt the Fair One's Pre- 
ence : 
Ihen undertake my Cauſe, and plead it to her 


With 


Marc. Portius, thou know'ſt my Soul in all its 


. 
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and Heats of 
Fraternal Love Friendſhip can inſpire. 
Tell her thy Brother iſhes to Death, 
And fades away, and withers in his Bloom ; 
That he his Sleep, and lothes his Food, 
That Youth, and Health, and War are joyleſs to him : 
Deſcribe his anxious Days, and reſtleſs Nights, 
And all the Torments that thou ſee ſt me ſuffer. 

Por. Marcus, I thee give me not an Office 
That ſuits with me ſo ill. know'f my Temper, 
Marc. Wilt thou behold me finking in my Woes ? 

And wilt thou not reach out a friendly Arm, 
To raiſe me from amid this Pl of Sorrows ? 
Por. Marcus, thou can't not aſk what I'd refuſe. 
But here believe me I've a thouſand Reaſons ——— 
Mare. I know thou'lt ſay my Paffion's out of Seaſon, 
That Cato's great Example and Misfortunes 
Should both conſpire to drive it from my Thonghts, 
* But what's all this to one who loves like me! 
Oh Portius, Portius, from my Soul I wiſh 
Thou dig'it but know thyſelf what tis to love! 
Then would'ft thou pity and aſſiſt thy Brother. 
Por. What I do! If I diſcloſe my Paſſion 
Our Friendſhip's at an End: If Teconceal it, 
The World wall call me falſe to a Friend and Brother. 
H/i4e, 
Marc. But ſee where Lacia, at her wonted Hour” 
Amid the Cool of yon high Marble Arch, | 
Enjoys the Noon-day Breeze! Obſerve her, Port: us / | 
That F _ that Shape, thoſe Eyes, that Heav'n cf 
ceauty |! 
Obſerve her well, and blame me if thou can'R. 
Por. She ſees us and advances 
Marc. I'll withdraw, | 
And leave you for a while. Remember, Portius, 
Thy Brother's Lite depends upon thy Tongue. 


With all the 
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SCENE I 
Lucia, PorTivs. 
Lacia. 


I'D not l ſee your Brother Marcus here 
Why did he fly the Place, and ſhun my Preſence ? 
Per. 4 , Lucia, Language is too faint to ſhew 

His Rage of Love; it preys upon his Life ; 
He pines, he fickens, he deſpairs ; he dies: 
His Paſſions and his Virtues lie confuſed, 
And mixt together in ſo wild a Tumult, 
That the whole Man is quite dishgured in him. 
Heav'ns! would one think twere poſſible for Love 
To make ſuch Ravage in a noble Soul ! 
Oh, Lacia, I'm diftreſs'd! my Heart bleeds for him: 
Ev'n now, while thus I ſtand bleſt in thy Preſence, 
A ſecret Damp of Grief comes o'er my Thoughts, 
And I'm unhappy, tho' thou ſmileſt upon me. 


Luc. How wilt thou guard thy Honour, in the Shock 


Of Love and Friendſhip ! think betimes, my Partius, 

Think how the Nuptial Tie, that might enture 

Our mutual Bliſs, would raiſe to fuch a Height 

The Brother's Griefs, as might perhaps deſtroy him. 
Par. 2 poor Youth ! what do'ſt thou think, my 

Dacia ? 

His 2 open, undeſiguing Heart 

Has begg'd his Rival to ſollicit for him. 

Ihen do not ſrike him dead with a Denial, 

But hold him up in Life, and cheer his Soul 

With the faint glimm'ring of a doubtſul Hope 

Perhaps when we have paſs'd theſe gloomy Hours, 

And weather'd out the Storm that beats upon us 

Luc. No, Portins, no! I fee thy ſiſter's Tears, — 

Thy Father's Anguiſh, and thy Brother's Death, 

In the Purſuit of our ill-fated Loves. 

And, Portius, here I ſwear, to Heav'n I ſwear, 

To Heav'n, and all the Pow'rs that judge Mankind, 

Never to mix my plighted Hands with thine, 

While ſuch a Cloud of Miſchicts hangs about us, 


But 
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But to forget our Loves, and drive thee out 
From all my as far as I am able. 
Por. What haſt ſaid ! I'm thunder · ſtruc — 


Thoſe haſty Waage 
Lac. Has not ow already 'd ips ? 
The Gods have and, and ts aſd in Hearn. 
y en was ever pour | 
On perjur'd Heads o'erwhelm me, if I break it. 
Ner a P, 
Por. Fix'd in Aftoniſhment, - [ —_— 
Like one juſt blaſted by a Stroke — 
Who pants for Breath, and flifens, yet alive, 
In dreadful Looks : A Monument of Wrath ! 
Lac. At length I've ated my ſevereſt Part, 
I feel the Woman breaking in upon me, 
And melt about my Heart ! my Tears will flow, 
But Oh ! I'll think no more ! the Hand of Fate 
Has torn thee from me, and I muſt forget thee. 
Por. Hard-hearted, cruel Maid ! 
Luc. Oh ! ftop thoſe Sounds, 
Thoſe killing Sounds ! Why doſt thou frown upon me + 
My Blood runs cold, my Heart forgets to heave, 
And Life itſelf out at thy Diſpleaſure. 
The Gods id us to indulge our Loves, 
But Oh ! I cannot bear thy and live 
Por. Talk not of Love, thou never knew'ft its Force. 
Ive been deluded, led into a Dream 
Of fancied Bliſs. O Lacia, cruel Maid ! 
Thy dreadful Vow, loaden with Death, fil! ſounds 
In my ftunn'd Ears. What ſhall I fay ordo ? 
Quick, let us part! Perdition's in thy Preſence, 
And Horror dwells about thee! — Ha ! ſhe faints! 
Wretch that I am ! what has my Raſhneſs done 
Lucia, thou injur'd Innocence ! thou beſt 
And lovely'ſ of thy Sex, awake, my Lucia, 
Or Portius ruſhes on his Sword to join thee. 
— Her Imprecations reach not to the Tomb, 
ſhut not out Society in Death 
But hoh! She moves! Life wanders up and down 
Tarorgh Il her Face, n lights up ev ry Charm. 


Luc, 
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Luc. O Portins, was this well to frown on her 
That lives thy Smiles ! to call in Doubt 
1 he Faith of one expiring at thy Feet, 
That loves thee more than ever Woman lovy'd ! 
What do I ſay ? My half recover'd Senſe 
Forgets the Vow in which my Soul is bound. 
De ion ſtands betwixt us! We muft 
Por. Name not the Word, my frighted run 


back, 

And ftartle into Madneſs at the Sound. 

Luc. What would'ſt thou have me do? Confider well 
The Train of IIls our Love would draw behind it. 
J hink, Portizs, think thou ſeeſt thy dying Brother 
Stabb'd at his Heart, and all beſmear'd with Blood, 
S:orming at Heav'n and thee ! 'Thy awful Sire 
Sternly demands the Cauſe, th'accurſed Cauſe, 
That robs him of his Son ! poor Marcia trembles, 
'Then tears her Hair, and frantick in her Griefs 
Calls out on Lzcia ! what could Lacia anſwer, 
Or how ſtand up in ſuch a Scene of Sorrow? 

Por. To my Confuſion, and eternal Grief, 
1 muſt approve the Sentence that deſtroys me. 
The Miſt, that hung about my Mind, clears up; 
And now, athwart the Terrors that thy Vow 
Has planted round thee, thou a ſt more fair, 
More amiable, and riſeſt in thy Charms. 
Lovely'ſ of Women ! Heav'n is in thy Soul, 
Beauty and Virtue ſhine for ever round thee, 
Bright'ning each other! Thou art all divine ! 
. Portius, no more! thy Words ſhoot thro' my 

Heart, 
Melt my Reſolves, and turn me all to Love. 
Why are thoſe Tears of Fondneſs in thy Eyes ? 
Why heaves thy Heart? why ſwells thy Soul with Sor- 
row ? 

It ſoftens me too much —Farewel, my Portius, 
Farewel, tho' Death is in the Word ; For-ever ! 

Por. Stay, Lucia, ſtay! What doſt thou ſay? For- 
ever? 

Luc. Have I not ſworn? If, Poreius, thy Succeſs 
Muſt throw thy Brother on his Fate, Farewel, 


Oh, 
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Oh, how ſhall I the Word ! For-ever ! 
Por. Thus o'er dying Lamp th' unſteady Flame 
Hangs quiv'ring on a Point, leaps off by Fits, 


ang 
n ſill hovers o'er thee, 


Lac. 17 firm Portizs ſhake 
To hear of Parting, think what Lacia ſuffers ! 
Por. "Tis true, unruffled and ſerene, I've met 
The common Accidents of Life, but here 
TED. II 


It beats down all my Strength. I cannot bear it. 
We muſt not 


Lac. What def thou ſay ? Not part 
Haſt thou the Vow that I have made ? 
Are there not Heav'ns, and Gods, and Thunder o'er us? 
—— But ſee, thy Brother Marcus bends this Way! 
I ficken at the Sight, Once more, Farewel, 
Farewel, and know thou wrong' ſt me, If thou think'f 
Ever was Love, or ever Grief, like mine. [Exit. 


— 
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SCENE III. 


Marcus, Poris. 


Marcus. 


Ortius, what Hopes ? how ſtands She? Am Idoomꝰd 
To Life or Death ? 


Par. What would' thou have me ſay ? 
Marc. * means this penſive Poſture ? thou ap- 

Like = and terrified, 
Por. I've Reaſon, 


Marc. Thy down-caſt Looks, and thy diſorder d 
Thoughts 


Tell me my Fate. I aft not the Succeſs 
My Caufe has found. 


Por. I'm griev'd | undertook it. 


Marc. What? does the barbarous Maid infa, my 
Lleart, 
C2 


* 
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My aking Heart ! and triumph in my Pains ? 
That 1 ical her Brow 6 Thoughts for ever ? 


Fool that I was to chooſe fo cold a Friend 
To urge my Cauſe ! Com tes my Pains ! 
Pr'ythee what Art, what "rick didſt thou uſe 
'To gain this mighty Boon ? She pities me ! 
To one that aſks the warm Returns of Love, 
Compaſſion's Cruelty, tis Scorn, tis Death 
Por. Marcus, no more! have I deſerv'd this Treat- 
ment? 
Marc. What have I faid ! O Portius, O forgive me 
A Soul exaip'rated in Ills falls out 
With ev'ry Thing, its Friend, itſelf — But hah ! 
What means that Shout, big with the Sounds of War ? 
What new Alarm ? 


Por. A ſecond, rages jo 
Swells in the Winds, comes more full upon us. 
Marc. Oh, for ſome glorious Cauſe to fall in Battle. 
Lucia, thou haſt undone me ! thy Diſdain 
Has broke my Heart: tis Death muſt give me Eaſe. 
Por. Quick, let us hence; who knows if Cate's Life 
Stand ſure ? O Marcus, I am warm'd, my Heart 
Leaps at the Trumpet's Voice, and burns for Glory. 


[ Exit. 
SCENE IV. 725 
Enter SEMPRONIUS wth the Leaders of the 
Mutiny. 
Semprontus. 
T h the Winds are rais'd, the Storm blows 


igh, 
Be it your Care, my Friends, to keep it up 
Ia its full Fury, aud direct it right, Til 
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Till it has ſpent itſelf on Cat's Head. 

Mean-while I'll herd among his Friends, and ſeem 

One of the Number, that Whate er arrive, 

My Friends, and Fellow-Soldiers, may be ſafe. ¶ Exit. 
i Lead. We all are ſafe, Semproxius is our Friend, 

Sempronius is as brave a Man as Cato. 

But hark ! he enters. Bear up boldly to him; 

Be ſure you beat him down, and bind him faſt. 

This Day will end our Toils, and give us Reil 

Fear nothing, for Sempronzus is our Friend. 


SCENE V. 


Eater CAT o, SturRroOntVUs Lucius 
PorTius, a Marcus. 


Cato. p 

HERE are theſe bold i id Sons of War, 
That y turn their upon the Foe, 
And to their General ſend a brave Defiance ? | 

Semp. Curſe on their daſtard Souls, they ſtand aſto- 
niſh'd. [Au. 
Cate. Perfidious Men ! and will you thus diſhonour 
Your paſt Exploits, and fully all your Wars ? A 
Do you confeſs twas not a Zeal for Rome, - i 
Nor Love of Liberty, nor Thirft of Honour, 
Drew you thus far ; but Hopes to ſhare the Spoil 
Of conquer'd Towns, and plunder'd Provinces ? 
Fired with ſuch Motives you do well to join 
With Cato's Foes, and follow Ce/ar's Banners. 
Why did I ſcape th' envenom'd Aſpic's Rage, 
And all the fiery Monſters of the Defart, 
To ſee this Day? Why could not Cato fall 
Without your Guilt ? Behold, un Men, 
Behold my Boſom naked to your Swords, 
And let the Man that's injur'd firike the Blow. 
Which of you all ſuſpects that he is wrong d, 
Or thinks he ſuffers greater Ills than Caro ? 
Am I diſtinguiſh you but by Toils, 


iſh'd from 
Superior Toils, „ mn 
3 
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. v'ns 
Confuſion to the vn, Alls loſt; 


Aſt. 

Caro. Have you forgotten Libya's burning wal 
Its barren R d Earth, and Hills of Sand, 
Its tainted Air, all its Broods of Poiſon ? 
Who was the firſt to explore th' untrodden Path, 
When Life was hazarded in ev'ry Step? 
Or, fainting in the long laborrons March, 
When on the Banks of an unleok'd for Stream 
You funk the River with repeated Draughts, 
Who was the laſt in all your Hoſt that thirſted ? 

Senf. If ſome penurious Source by Chance appear d. 
Scanty of Waters, when you ſcoop'd it dry, 
And offer'd the full Helmet up to Cato ? 
Did he not daſh th' untaficd Moiſture from bim? 
Did not he lead you through the Mid-day Sun, 
And Clouds of Duſt ? Did not his 'Temples glow 
In the ſame ſultry Winds, agd ſcorching Heats ? 

Cate. Hence, worthleſs Men! Hence l and complain 


to Ce, 

You could not undergo the Toils of War, 
Nor bear the Hardſhips that your Leader bore. 
Ur. See, Cato, ſee ch unhappy Men | they weep! 
Fear and Remorſe, and * for their Crime, 
Ap in ev'ry Look, an for Mercy. 

/ wa Learn to be honeſt by give up your Leaders, 
And Pardon ſhall deſcend on all the reſt. 

Semp. Cato commit theſe Wretches to my Care. 
Firſt let em each be broken on the Rack, 
Then, with what Life remains, impaled and left 
To writhe at Leiſure round the bloody Stake. 
Then let em hang, and taint the Southern Wind. 
The Partners of their Crime will learn Obedience. 
When they look up and fee their Fellow- Frattors 
Stuck on a Fork, and biack'ning in the Sun. 

Luc. Seanpronizs, why, wilt thou urge the Fate 
Of wretched Men ? 

Semp. How ! would'ſt thou clear Rebellion! 
Lueius (good Man) pities the poor Offenders 
That would imbrue their Hands in Cate 3 Blood. 

Cato, Forbear, Sempron See they ſuffer * 

4% 


0 85 


But in their Deaths remember they are Men, 
Strain not the Laws to make their Tortures grievou:, 
Lucius, the baſe degen'rate Age requires 
Severity, and Juſtice in its Rigour : 
This awes an im „bold, offending World, 
Commands ence, and gives Force to Laws. 
When by juſt Vengeance guilty Mortals periſh, 
The Gods behold their Puniſhment with Pleaſure, 
And lay th' uplifted Thunder-bolt afide. 

Semp. Cato, I execute thy Will with Pleaſure. 

Cats. Mean-while we'll facrifice to Liberty. 
Remember, O my Friends, the Laws, the Righte, 
The gen'rous Plan of Pow'r deliver'd down, 
From 7 „ by your renown'd Forefathers. 
= dear 22 (the Price of ſo much Blood) 

O let it never periſh in your Hands ! 
gl nag 1 to your Children. 
great Liberty, inſpire our Souls. 
And make our Lives in thy Poſſeſſion happy, 
Or our Deaths glorious in thy juſt Defence. 
[Exeunt Cato, Ge. 
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SCENE VI. 
SEMPRONI1IUS and the Leaders of the Mating. 
1 Leader. 


have acted like yourſelf 
98 “ 


Semp. "Vilas, ſtand off, baſe grov'ling worthleſs 
Wretches, 


r in Faction, poor faint-hearted T raitors ' 
ad. Nay, now you carry it too far, Sempron: : 


Throw off the Maſk, there are none here but Friends. 
Semp. Know, Villains, when ſuch paltry Slaves 


To 8 if the 3 ſucceeds, 
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Enter Guards. 
1 Lead. Nay, ſince it comes to this 


Semp. Diſpatch em quick, but firſt pluck out their 
Tongues, 


* [Exennt Guards with the Leaders 


i. 


SCENE VII. 


ST YE ax and SEMPRONIUS. 


8 flax. 
O R firſt Defign, my Friend, has prov'd abortive ; 
Still there remains an After-game to play; 
Lily Troops are mounted; their Nzmidian Steeds 
uf ap the Wind, and long to ſcour the Defart : 
et but Sempronzus head us in the hy 
We'll force the Gate where Marcus keeps his Guard, 
Aud hew down all that would oppoſe our Paſſage. 
A Day will bring us into Cæſar s Camp. 
Semp. Confuſion! I have fail'd of half my Purpoſe : 
arora, the charming Marcia's left behind 
Spb. How ? will & us turn a Woman's Slave 
?:mp. Think not thy Friend can ever feel the ſoft 
Cnmanly Warmth and Tenderneſs of Love. 
Sphax, I Tong to claſp that haughty Maid, 
And bend her ſtubborn Virtue to my Paſſion: 
When I have thus far, I'd caſt her off. 
Syph. Well faid ! that's ſpoken like thyſelf, Sempromuz. 
What hinders then, but that thou find her out, 
And h her away by manly Force ? 
Semp. But how to gain Admiffion ? For Acceſs 
Is given to none but Juba, and her Brothers. R 
9”. IP ſhalt have Juba's Dreſs, and Juba's 


$ 

The Doors will open when Numidia's Prince 

Seems to appear before the Slaves that watch them. 

Sep. Heav'ns, what a Thought is there ! Marcia's 

my own ? ! 

How will my Boſom ſwell with anxious Joy, 

When I behold her ſtruggling in my Arms, 

With glowing Beauty, aud diforder'e Charms, 


White 
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While Fear and Anger, with alternate Grace, 
Pant in her Breaſt, and vary in her Face! 
So Plute ſeiz'd of ine, convey'd 
To Hell's tremendous Gloom th'aftrighted Maid, 
There grimly ſmil'd, pleas d with the beauteous Prize, 
Nor envy'd eve his Sun-ſhine and his Skies. 

Tae End of the Third Ad. 


S Dees 
ACT IV. SCENE I. 


LUCIA ad MARCIA, 
Lucia. 
OW tell me, Marcia, tell me from thy 


Soul, 

If thou believ'ſ tis poſhble for Woman 

To ſuffer greater Ills than Lucia ſuffers ? 

Mar. O, Lucia, Lacia, might my big 

ſwoln Heart 

Vent all its Griefs, and give a Looſe to Sorrow ; 

Marcia could anſwer thee in Sighs, keep Pace 

With all thy Woes, and count out Tear for Tear. 

Lac. I know thou'rt doom d alike to be belov'd 
By Juha, and thy Father's Friend Sempronizs. 

But which of theſe has Power to charm like Portius / 
Marc. Still I muſt beg thee not to name Sempron. us 
Lacia. I like not that loud boiſt rous Man; 

Fuba to all the Brav'ry of a Hero | 

Adds ſofteſt Love, more than Female Sweetneſs ; 

Tuba might make the proudeſt of our Sex, 

Any of Woman-kind, but Marci.., happy. 

Luc. And why not, Marcia? Come, you ftrive in vain 
To hide your hts from one who knows too well 
The inward Glowings of a Heart in Love. 

Marc. While Cato lives, his Daughter has no Right 
To love or hate, but as his Choice directs. 

Luc. But ſhou'd th's Father give you to 

Marc, I dare not think he * But if he 
Why wilt thou add to all the Griefs I tuffer 

_ Ima- 


ras / 


SCENE I 


Enter SEMPRONEUS, % lite Taba, with 
Numidian Gard. 
Semprenus. 
HE Deer is ledg'd, I've track'd her to her Cover:. 
Be ſure you mind the Word, and when I give ir, 
Ruſh in at once, and fcize upon your Prey. 
Let not her Cries or Tears have Force to move you. 
How will the young Numidian rave to ſee 
His Miſtreſs loſt ? 1 ought ceuld glad my Soul, 
Beyond th'Enjoyment of ſo bright a Prize, 
"T would be to torture that young, gay, Barbarian. 
But heark, what Noiſe! Death to my Hopes! tis he, 
"Tis Fuba's felf ! there is but one Way left wn—_— 
fle muſt be murder'd, and a Paſiage cat 
Through thoſe his Guards — Hah, Daſtards, do you 
tremble! 
Or act like Men, or by yon azure Heaven 
Enter Juba, 
Tub. What do I fee? Who's this that dares uſurp 
The Guards and Habit — Numidia's Prince ? 
Semp. One that was born to ſcour Arrogance 
Preſumptuous Youth ! mo | : 
Fub. What can t:'s mean? Sempronins “ 
=s 0 MySword ſhall anſwer thze. Have at thy Heart. 
Jub. Nay, then beware thy own, proud, barbarous 
Man. [Semp. falls. His Guard: ſurrender. 
Semp. Curſe on my Stars! Am I then doom d to fall 
By 4 Boy's Hand, 1 in a vile 
Numichan Dreis, and for a worthleſs Woman? 
Gods, I'm diſtracted ! This my Cloſe of Life ! 
O far a Pealof Thunder that would make 


Earth, 
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Earth, Sea, andAir,and Heav'n, andCzto tremble! [ Di- 
Fub. With what a Spring his furious Soul broke looic, 
And left the Limbs ſtill quiv'ring on the Ground! 
Hence letns carry off thoſe Slaves to Cato, 
2 there at _— all 
Deſign, this Myſtery of Fate. 
[Exit Juba with Priſoners, & c. 


SCENE HI. 
Enter LUCIA and Marcia. 


Lucia. 
URE 'twasthe Claſh of Swords; my troubledHe:r* 
Is ſo caſt down, and ſunk amidſt its Sorrows, 
It throbs with Fear, and akes at every Sound. 
O, Marcia, ſhou'd thy Brothers for my Sake ! — 
I die away with Horror at the Thought. 
Marc. See, Lucia, ſee! here's Blood! here's Blond 
and Murder ! 
Hah ! a Numidian! Heav'ns preſerve the Prince 
The Face lies muffled up within the Garment, 
But hah! Death to my $ ht ! a Diadem, 
And Purple Robes! O Goes! tis he, tis he! 
Fuba, the lovelieſt Youth that ever warm'd 
A Virgin's Heart, Juba lies dead before us 
Lac. Now, Marcia, now call up to thy Aſſiſtance 
Thy wonted Strength and Conſtancy of Mind ; 
Thou can'ft not put it to a greater Trial. 
Marc. Lucia, look there, and wonder at my Patien-. - 
Have I not Cauſe to rave, and beat my Breaſt, 
To rend my Heart with Grief, and run diſtracted ' 
Luc. can I think or ſay to give thee Comiu:.: / 
Mar. Talk not of Comfort, tis for lighter Ills : 
Behold a Sight that ſtrikes all Comfort Kad. 
Eater Jaba /iftening. 
I will 1 my Sorrows, and give way 
To all the Pangs and Fury of ir, 
That Man, that beſt of Men, deſer v'd it from me 
Jub. What do I hear? and was the falſe Sempron, 
That beſt of Men ? O had I fall n like him, 
And cou'd have thus _— I had been happy 


4 + 
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. Here will I and, Companion in thy Woes, 
And N my Tears, when I behold 
A Loſs like thine, I half own. 

Mare. "Tis not in Fate to caſe my tortur d Breaſt, 
This empty World, to me a joyleſs Deſart, 

Has nothing left to make poor Marcia happy. 

Fub. I'm on the Rack ! Was he ſo near her Heart! 
Marc. O he was all made up of Love and Charms 
bv «wg proc 22 4 Man admire : 

Delight of ev'ry Eye! w appear'd, 

A ſecret Pleaſure gladned all that faw hiss ; 
But when he talk d, the proudeſt Roman bluſh'd 
To hear his Virtues, and old Age grew wiſe. 

7ub. I ſhall run mad 
Marc. O Tuba! Tuba! Jula! 


Jub. What means that Voice? did ſne not call on Juba ? 
Marc. Why do I think on what he was! he's dead! 
He's dead, and never knew how much I lov'd him. 
Lucia, who knows but his poor bleeding Heart, 
Amidſt its Agonies, remember'd Marcia. 
And the laſt Words he utter d call'd me Cruel 
Alas, he knew not, hapleſs Youth, he knew not 
Aarcig's whole Soul was full of Love and Juba / 

Tub. Where am I! doTlive! or am indeed 
What Marcia thinks! all is EA round me 
Mare. Ye dear Remains of the moſt lov'd of Men! 
Nor Modeſty nor Virtue here forbid 
en himſelf before be- 
Tub. See a, [Throwing hi ere ber. 
The happy Jul lives ! he lives to catch 
That dear Embrace, and to return it too 
With mutual Warmth and Eagerneſs of Love, 

Marc. With Pleaſure and Amaze I ſtand tranſported ” 
Sure tis a Dream Dead and alive at once 
If thou art Jula, who hes there? 

Ju. A Wretch, 

Diiguis'd like Juha on a curs'd Defign. 
The Tale is long, nor have I heard it out. 
Thy Fatker knows it all. I could not bear 
To leave thee in the Neighbourhood of Death, 
But flew, in all the Haſte of Love to find thee ; 
I found thee weeping, and confeſs this once, 


Am 


C 
Am wrapp'd with Joy to ſee 


AT Q- 


m 

in an unguarded Hour, 
back : 7 
Breaſt, h 


Marc. I've been ſurpriſed 
But muſt not now go 
Half: nothe:'d in my 


Its weak Reſtraints, and 


. 
: 


Fab. This, this is Life indeed! Life worth preſerving, 
Such Life as Juba never felt till __ 
Marc. Believe me, Prince, before —-- -—__——_ 
lov'd thee. 


I did not know myſelf how much I 
Fub. O fortunate Miſtake ! 
Marcia ! 
Joy, my beſt Beloved ! my only Wiſh ! 
Tranſport of my Soul ! 
Mare. Lucia, thy Arm! Oh, let me reſt upon it! 
The vital Blood, that had forſook my Heart, 
Returns again in ſuch tumultuous Tides, 
It quite o'ercomes me. Lead to my Apartment. 
O Prince! I bluſh to think what I have ſaid, 
But Fate has wreſted the Confefion from me; 
Go on, and proſper in the Paths of Honour. 
Thy Virtue will excuſe my Paſſion for thee, 
And make the Gods propitious to our Love. 
Exit. Marc. and Luc, 
Fub. Ian fo bleft, I fear tis all a Dream. 
Fortune, thou now haſt made amends for all 
Thy paſt Unkindnefs, I abſolve my Stars. 
What tho' Numidia add her 'd Towns 
And Proviaces to ſwell the Victor's Triumph! 
> wade oe, 
Ce/ar have the World, it Marcia's mine. Zar. 


SCENE IV. 
4 March at a Diflance. 
Eater Caro ad Lucius. 


Lucius. 
In iſh'd! What, the bold 8 ws / 
That ſtill broke foremoſt through the Crowd of 


Patriots, As 


»- ©; 
* 


62 CAT O. 


As with a Hurricane of Zeal tranſported, 
And virtuous ev'n to Madneſ 
Cato. Trait me, Lacizs, 

Our civil Diſcords have produced ſuch Crimes, 


Such monſtrous Crimes, I am ſurpriſed at nothing. 
> O, Lacizs, Ian fick of this bad World! 


The Day-light and the Sun grow painful to me. 
Euter Portius. 

But ſee where Portius comes ! what means this Haſte ? 
are thy Looks thus ? 
or, My Heartis griev'd, 
J bring fuch News as will affiit my Fathe-. 
Cato. Has Cefar ſhed more Roman BI >. ? 
Por. Not fo. 
The Traitor Syphax, as within the Square 
He exerciſed his Troops, the Signal given, 
Flew off at once with his Namidian Horſe 
To the South-Gate, where Marcus holds the Watch. 
I ſaw, and call'd to ſtop him, but in vain, - 
He toſt his Arm aloft, and proudly told me, 
He would not ſtay, and periſh like Sempronius 

Cato. Perfidious Men ! but haſte, my — and ſee 
Thy Brother Marcus acts 2 Reman's Part. [ Exit Portius. 

» the Torrent bears too hard 

Juſtice 5 


gives Way to Force : the conquer'd World 
Ce/ar's ! Cato has no Buſineſs in it. 
Lac. While Pride, Oppreſſion, and Injuſtice reign, 

The World will ftill demand her Care's Preſence. 

In Pity to Mankind, ſubmit to Ce/ar, 

And reconcile thy mighty Soul to Life. 
Cato. Would Lacizs have me live to ſwell the Number 

Of Cz/ar's Slaves, or by a baſe Submiſſion 

Give up the Cauſe of Rome, and own a Tyrant? 
Lac. The Victor never will impoſe on Caro 

Ungen'rous Terms. His Enemies confeſs 

The Virtues of Humanity are Cæſar 8. 
Cato. Curſe on his Virtues! They've undone his 

Country, 

ag — - "pep Ap34 ; a 

But ſee young 7 the good Youth 

Full of the allt of his perfidious 8 - "—_ 
Lac, Alas, poor Prince! hisFate deferves engage, 
er 


my falſe Countrymen ? 


Cat. A'ass young Prince, 
Falſhood and Fraud ſhoot up in ev'ry Soil, 
The Product of all Climes—Rome has its Cæſar 3. 


. 'Tis generous thus to comfort the Diſtreſs d. 

= Tis juſt to give Applauſe where tis deſery's 
Thy Virtue, Prince, has ſtood the Teſt of Fortune, 

Like pureſt Gold, that, tortur'd in the Furnace, | 
Comes out more bright, and brings forth all its Weight. | 

Fab. What ſhall I anſwer thee ? my raviſh'd Heart 
O'erflows with ſecret Joy: I'd rather gain 
Thy Praiſe, O Cato, than Nunidia's Empire. 

Re-enter Portius. 

Por. Misſortune on Misſortune ' Grief on Gricf ! = 
My Brother Marcus | 

Cato. Hah! what has he done? | 
Has he forſook his Poſt ? has he giv'n Way ? 

Did he look tamely on, and let 'em paſs ? 

Por. Scarce had I left my Father, but I met him 
Born on the Shields of his ſurviving Soldiers, | 
Breathleſs and pale, and cover'd o'er with Wounds. 

Long, at the Head of his few faithful Friends, 
He ſtood the Shock of a whole Hoſt of Foes, 
Till obſtinately brave, and bent on Death, 
Oppreſt with Multitudes he greatly fell. 
o. I'm ſatisfy'd. 

Por. Nor did he fall before 
His Sword had pierc'd through the falſe Heart of Spar. 
Yonder he lies. I ſaw the hoary Traitor | 
Grin in the Pangs of Death, and bite the Ground. 
Cato. Thanks to the Gods ! my Boy has done his Duty. 
—— Portizs, when I am dead, be ſure thou place 
His Urn near mine. 


| Por. Long may they keep afunder ! 


Luce 


your Brow, my Friends ? 
d if Cate Houſe had ftood 
and flouriſh'd in a Civil War. 
—Portizs, behold thy Brother, and remember 
Life is not thy own, when Rome demands it. 
Tub. Was ever Man like this! [Aut. 
n uot a private Lok 
mourn f not a pri 
AMR your Hearts. "Tis Rome requires our Tears. 
Miſtreſs of the World, the Seat of Empire, 
eroes, the Delight of Gods, 
proud T of the Earth, 
O Liberty! © V TD —＋1 
i ! irtue my 
. Behold that upright Man ! Name fills his Eyes 
ith Tears, that flow d not o'er his own deadSon.[ Aide. 
Cato. Whate'er Roman V irtue had ſubdu'd, 
The Sun's whole Courſe,the Day and Year are Cæſar , 
For him the ſelf-devoted Decii dy d. 
7 _ 'd: 
! , my Friends ! 
1 of Fate, the Work of Ages, 


The Remax Empire fall'n ! O curſt Ambition 
Fall'n into Cæſars Hands ! Our Forefathers 


7 
Lac. Cato, tis Time thou fave th 88 
Cato. Loſe not a Thought on me, I'm out of 
Nea n wül not leave meinite Video's Hand. 


4 


Cæſar 
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Cæſar ſhall never ſay I uer'd Cato. 
But Oh, my Friends, wes; * fills my Heart 
With anxious Thoughts : a thouſand ſecret Ferrors 
Riſe in my Soul: How ſhall I fave my Friends ! 
"Tis now, O Cæſar, I begin to fear thee. 

Luc. Cefar has Mercy, if we aſk it of him. 

Cato. Then afk it, I conjure you ! let him know 
Whate'er was done againſt him, Cato did it. 
Add, if you , [ requeſt it of him, 
That I myſelf with Tears requeſt it of him, 
The Virtue of my Friends may | or unpuniſh'd. 
Fuba, my Heart is troubled for thy Sake. 
Shou'd I adviſe thee to regain Numidia, 

Or ſeek the Conqueror ? X 

Fab. If I foriake thee 
Whilſt I have Life, may Heav'n abandon Fubea / 

Cato. Thy Virtues, Prince, if 1 foreſee aright, 

Will one Day make thee Great; at Rome hereafter, 
"Twill be no Crime to have been Cat's Friend. 
Portius, draw near! My Son thou oft has ſeen 

Thy Sire engag'd in a corrupted State, 1 257 
Wreffling with Vice and Faction: Now thou fce'ſt me 
ov d, deſpairing of Succeſs; | 
Let me adviſe thee to retreat betimes 

To thy Paternal Seat, the Sabine Field, 
Where the great Cexfor toil d with his own Hands, 

And all our frugal were bleſs'd 

In humble Virtues, and a rural Life. 


A Life to Portizs, that he ſcorns himſelf. 

Cato. Farewel, my Friends ! if there be any of you 
Who dare not truſt the Viftor's Clemency, 
Know there are Ships prepar'd by my Command, 
(Their Sails already op'ning to the Winds) 


That ſhall conv 


you to the wiſh'd for Port. 
Is there aught 


„ my Friends, I can do for you? 


The Conqueror draws near. Once more Farewel ! 
In 


If c'er we meet hereafter, we ſhall meet 


untry's Cauſe expi 

'd. The firm Patriot there 
of Mankind his Care) 
'Tho' ſtill, by Faction, Vice, and Fortune croſt, 
find the generous Labour was not loſt. 
The End of the Fourth Ad. 


2 


he 


ACT v. SCENE I. 

CATO ſolus, fitting in a Poſture : In his Hand 
Plato Book on the Immortality of the Soul. £4 drawn 
Sword on the T able by him. 


"Tis Heav'n itſelf that points 
intimates Eternity to Man. 


h all her Works) He muſt delightin Virtue ; 
AD . 

But when ! or where This World was made for C2/ar. 

J This muſt end em. 
[ ing his Hand on his Sword. 

arm d: Death and Life, 

i are both before me: 

is in a Moment brings me to an End; 

at this informs me I ſhall never die. 

The Soul, ſecur d in her Exiſtence, ſmiles At 
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At the drawn » and dekes its Point. 

The Stars ſhall away, the Sun bimſelf 

Grow dim with Age, and Nature fink. in Years, 

But thou ſhalt flouriſh in immortal Youth, 

Unhurt amidſt the War of Elements, 

The Wrecks of Matter, and the Cruſh of Worlds. 
What means this Heavineſs that hangs me ? 

This Lethargy that h all m es? 

Nature oppreſs d, and haraſs d out with 4 

Sinks down to R2#. This ance I'll favour her. 


That e Soul may take her Flight, 
Renew in all her Strength, and freſh with Life, 
An OF ring fit for Heav'n. Let Guilt of Fear 
Diſturb Man's Reft ; Cato knows neither of em, 


Indiff rent in his Choice to fleep or die. 
SCENE II. 1 
Care, PorTrvus. | 
1 Cate. 
UT hah ! how's this, my Son? this Intruſion ? 


Were not my Orders 
Vhy am I diſobey'd ? 
Por. Alas, my Father ! 

What means this Sword? this Inſtrument of Death? 
Let me convey it hence ! 

Cato. Raſh Youth, forbear ! 

Por. O let the Pray'rs, th' Intreaties of your Friends, 
Their Tears, their common , wreſtit from you. 

Cato. Wou'dft thou betray me? Wou'dſt thou give 
A Slave, a Captive, into Ce/ar's Hands fme up 
Retire, and learn Obedience to a Father, - 

Or know, young Man ——— 

Por, Look not thus ſternly on me; 

You know I'd rather die than difobey you. 

Cato. Tis well ! again! I'm Maſter of myſelf. 
Now, Ce/ar, let thy Troops beſet our Gates, 
And bar each Avenue, thy gath'ring Fleets 
O'erſpread the Sea, and ſtop up ev'ry Port : 
Cato thall to himſelf a Paſſage, 

And mock thy Hope | 


I be private ? 


my 


be 


my Senda. 
him. 
them embark d; 
— Mm [Exit. 


1.5 


may'lſt rely upon 


of a M 


The foft Refreſhmnens 
* 
Por My Thoughts are more at 


ſee if 


Father's Friends 
ighed down with Care, and aſks 
3 4 


as, thou 
Thy Father will not a& what 


And tell me if the Winds and Seas befriend them. 


But m 
22 


SCENE III. 
PonrTivs and Mancia. 
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SCENE IV. 
Lucta and Marcia. 
Lacia. 
WIr Marcia, where is Cato ? 
Lucia, 


* 
' 2 Lacia, 1 5 | 
a wning Ho 
Riſe in my Soul. We ſhall be happy fill 
gn - auger wa. e 

every View, in e tremble 
Cato is ſtern, and mn ; 

He knows not how to wink at human Frailty, 
Or pardon Weakneſs, that he never felt. 

Marc. Though fiern and awful to the Foes of Rome, 
He is all Goodneſs, Lucia, always mild, 
Compaſſonate and gentle to his Friends, 

Fill'd with domeſtick Tenderneſs, the beſt, 
The kindeft Father I have ever found him, 
Eaſy and „and bounteous to my Wiſhes. 

Lac. "Tis his Conſent alone can make us bleſs'd. 
Marcia, we both are equally involv'd 
In the ſame intricate, perplex'd, Diſtreſs. 

The cruel Hand of Fate that has deſtroy d 
Thy Brother Marczs, whom we both lament — | 

Alarc. And ever ſhall lament, unkappy Youth ! 

Luc. Has ſet my Soul at large, and now I ſtand 
J. ooſe of my Vow. But who knows Cat2's Thoughts? 
Who knows how yet he may diſpoſe of Portizs, 

Or how he has determin'd of thyſelf ? 
Marc. Let him but live! commit the reſt to Heav'n. 
Enter Lucius. 
Luc. Sweet are the Slumbers of the virtuous Man ! 
O, Marcia, I have ſeen thy God-like Father, 
Some Pow r inviſible, ſupports his Soul, 
And bears it up in all its wonted Greatneſs. 
A kind refreſhing Sleep is fall'n upon him : 
1 ſaw him ſtretch d at Eaſe, his Fancy loſt 
In pleaſing Dreams; as I drew near his Couch, 
He ſmiled, and cry d, Cæſar, thou can ſt not hurt me. 
Mar. His Mind ſtill labours with ſome dreadful Thought. 
Luc. Lucia, why all this Grief, theſeFloods of ä : 
Ty 


ight Weſtern Tower 
———— — ing Sun 
s on their ſhim and burning Helme ts, 
And covers all the Field with Gleams of Fire. 
Lac. Marcia, tis Time we ſhould awake thy Father. 
Ceſar is ſtill diſpoſed to give us Terms, 


And waits at Diſtance till he hears from Cato. 1 
Enter Portius. 
Portius, thy Looks {| ſomewhat of I 


What 1 idings doſt thou bring? methinks | fee 
Unuſual Gladneſs ſparkling in thy Eyes. | 

Por. As I was hafting to the Port, where now 
My Father's Friends, impatient for a Paſſage, 
Accuſe the ling ring Winds, a Sail arrived 
From Pompey's Son, who through the Realms of Spain 
Calls out tor Vengeance on his Father's Death, 
And rouſes the whole Nation up to Arms. 
Were Cato at their Head, once more might Rome 
Aﬀert her Rights, and claim her Li . 
But heark ! What means that Groan ! O give me Way, 
And let me fly into my Father's Preſence. [Ei. 

Lac. Cate, amidſt his Slumbers think on Rome, \ 
And in the wild Diſorder of his Soul 
Mourns oer his Country; Hah ! a ſecond Groan— 
Heav'n guard us all 

Marc. _ tis not the Voice 
Of one who fleeps ! 'tis agonizing Pain, 
"Tis Death is in that — Ng 

Re-enter Portius. 

Par. O Sight of Woe! 
O., Marcia, what we fear'd is come to paſs! : 
Cats is fall'n upon his Sword 

Luc. O, Portis, 
Hide all the Horrors of thy mournful Tale, 
And let us gueſs the reſt. 

Por. I've rais'd him up. 
And plac'd him in his Chair, where pale, and faint, 
He 
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He gaſps for Breath, and, as his Life flows from him, 
Demands to ſee his Friends. His Servants weeping, 
Obſequious to his Orders, bear him hither. 
[7 he back Scene opens, and 4 Cato. 
Marc. O Heav'n aſſiſt me in this Hour 
To pay the laſt ſad Duties to my Father. 


Fab. Theſe are thy Triumphs, 3 OC 
Luc. Now is Reme fall'nindeed | 


[Cato brought forward in his Chair. 


Cato. Here ſet me down 
= 
t ? 
Whilf I yet live, let me not live in vain. 
— OO, Lzacizs, art thou here? — Thou art _— 
Let this our Friendſhip live between our 5 
Make — happy in thy Daughter Lucia. 
Alas, an, he weeps Marcia, my Daughter— 
O bend me forward !—Fzba loves thee, "Marcie. 
A Senator of Rome, while Rome ſurvived, 
Wou'd not have match d his Daughter with a King, 
But Cz/ar's Arms have thrown down all Diſtinction; 
Whoe'cr is Brave and Virtuous, is a Roman 
I m ſick to Death ——O when ſhall I get looſe 
From this vainWorld,th' Abode of Guilt and Sorrow! —- 
And yet methinks a Beam of Light breaks in 
On my departing Soul. Alas, I fear 
I've been too haſty. O ye Powers that ſearch 
The Heart of Man, and weigh his inmaſt I 9 
If 1 have done amiſs, impute it not 
The beit may err, but you are good, and "Oh! [ Dies. 


Lac. There fled the t Soul that ever warm'd 
A Roman Breaſt ; O, O. my Friend ! 


Thy Will mall be religiouſly obſcrv'd. 

But let us bear this awful Corps to Cz/ar, 

And lay it in his Sight, that it may ſtand 

A Fence b:twixt us and the Victor's Wrath; 

Cato, tho dead, ſhall ſtill protect his Friends. 
From hence, let fierce contending Nations know 

What dire Effects from civil Diſcord flow. 

"Tis this that ſhakes our Country with Alarms, 

And gives up Rome a Prey to Roman Arms, | 

Produces Fraud, and Cruelty, and Strife, 

And robs the Guilty World of Cato's Life. — omnes. 


P I- 


EPILOGUE, by Dr. GAR r K. 
Spoken by Mrs. PORTER. 


HAT odd fantaftick ave Wamen do ! 
1 


W ho un d not liſten young Lowers 
But die a maid, yet have the Choice of Two ! 1 


Ladies are often cruel to their Cofft ; 
To give you Pain, themſebves — moſt 


_y — ſhould well be c ig A; 
re cancell d tho” in Cres made. 


Werder 7 
e hate you wchen you're eafily ſaid Nay 
How needleſs, it — mes Ares ? 


a ”_ Het, ond Beauty will bave Ears. 
s are form d as you yourſekves would 
Toe proud to paf too humble — 58 
We gie to and to Wealth ave ſell : 
He fighs with more Succeſs that ſettles well. 
The Woes of Wedlock with the Foys we mix : 
"Tis heft retenting in a Coach and Six. 
Blame not our Conduct, fince wwe but purſue 
T hoſe Lwely Leſſons wwe heve hars'd from v. 
Your Breafis no more the Fire of Beauty xcarms, 
But wicked Wealth aſurps the Poww'r of Charm: : 
WH hat Pairs to "uu . audy T king you hate, 
To feel] in Show, and be a Wretch in State. 
Ai Plays zen Ogle, at the Ri Beau; 
E' Ch bobs, 10 eee ne ; 
There, golden Idols all your Fowes receive, 
She is 40 Goddeſs that has nought to give. 
| Oh, may once more the happy 
When Werds were artleſs, oP Fats 7 boug hts ſincere ; 
When Cu and Grandeur were unency'd Things, 
Ard Courts leſs coveted than Groves and Springs. 
de then all only mourn ⁊ulen Truth complains, 
And Canftancy feel Tranſport in its Chains, 
Sizhs wxith Succeſs their catrn foft Anguifh teil, 
And Eyes Hall utter ut the Lips cen cal. 
Virtue again to its bright Station climb, 
And Beauty fear no Enemy but T ime, 
The Fair foal liſten to Dejert «lone, 
and evry Lucia ford à Cato's Sor. 
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PROLOGU 


Spoken by Mr. WILKS. 


HEN Roman Arm their Hoſtile Terrors bur d, 

Ard march'd in Triumph o'er the Conquer'd World; 

When Plunder d Provinces in Ruins mourn'd, 

And Captive Kings the Vior's Carr adorn'd : 

When proud Patricians gave whole Realms away, 

And Crown'd their V with Imperial Sway : 

No Wander, then, the ſame Ambitious Lords, | 

For Want of Foes, drew on themſelves their Swords. 
Pompey and Czfar ud that World they won, 

"Till each determin'd to be Lord alone : 

Hence Flam'd that Fire, wwhoſe Civil Rage deſtroy'd 

The glorious Liberty their Sires enjoy'd : 

Pharſalia's Field at length decides the Day, 

And gave Mankind, to Cz ar's Arms, a Prey. 

Thus their State, when wangqui/h'd Pompey fled 

From s Sword, to a Egyptian Aid. 


ere farts eur Play, and into Aion draus 
What Fate befel the pity d Pompey's Cauſe : 
A 


Charge well worthy of an abler Muſe; 
But none, a Poſt, for being too good, refuſe ! 
Warn'd by the Subject, and by Roman Fire, 
Our Bard gives all that Lucan cod inſpire! 
Yet what avails his Beate Care and Pains, 
While Gothick Tae rome to labour” d Scenes, 
The mute Exploits of Motley Harlequins? 
Others, per in the Politer Throng, 
ebe better been pleas'd, had Tæſar Sung. 
ar be 't from us to queſtion your Delight ' 
To be, at Pleaſure, 1 liſh Right ! 
In vain for beafted Ff you declare, 


Unleſs you keep the — 1 Err ! 
ice then rank Farce is grown @ Taſte þo new, 


No wonder u exhibit Nonſenſe tos 
Aud tb ware but Beginners there, we'll 
And entertain as low as Crouds can judge! 


Az Bile 


| 
| 
| 
i 


PROLOGUE 


While October can — their Votes, 

Why fon d wwe ſpill Champaign on vulgar Throat: ? 
Hove er, to-night ( por 2 Scenes betray' 4) 
Ive call the Roman Julius to our Aid: 

On You it lies to ſave the Cauſe of Verſe, 

And give the Palm to Tragedy or Farce. 


Dramatis Perſons. 


MEN. 
Julias Caſar. Mr. Booth. 
. C Lieutenant _ * 
Mr. Williams. 


Cornelia, the Relict of Pompey, Mrs. Porter. 
Cleopatra, Siſter to Ptolomey. Mrs. Oldfield. 

Charmion, her Attendant. Mrs. Williams. 
Centurions, Mutmeers, Guards and Attendants. 


SCENE, ALEXANDRIA in A#gypt. 
CESAR 


CESAR in A.GcyPr. 


— — 


Nulla fides unquam miſeros elegit amicos. Luc. lib. 8. 


„ 
PHOTINUS, 40 ILIAS. 


PHoOTINUS. 
b fertile Ager, now, no more ſhall 


groan, 
Beneath the Ravage of inteſtine War; 
99 Nor, from the Conteſts of divided Sway, 
Rcebellion have th' Excuſe of Anarchy. 
em Our plenteous Nile, now flows for 
Ptolomey ! 

While Cleopatra, by his Arms reduc'd, 
Perceives her Empire bounded, by this Palace ; 
There, like a Criminal of State, confin'd, 
She ſtoeps for Favours, where ſhe once beſtow'd them 

Achil. And yet ſo equal, fo unchang'd har Spirit, 
She ſeems not to deſire, or not t have loft 
A Throne: The ſame majeſtick gracious Smile 
Plays in her Eye, inſenſible of Foes, 
Or ſeeming not to know them. 

Pho. All diſlembled ! 
. 
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But were ſhe looſe again to Power, this Head, 
That heneſtly projected her Confinement, 
Word be the earlieſt Victim of ber v 


Why is her V of Liberty ſo large? 

Why is ſhe ſuffer'd ſtill to train along 

This lofty Palace, with her Crouds attending ? 

To revel in the bow'ry Shades, to range 

The ſportive Foreſt, and command its Pleaſures ? 

To ſpread her filken Toils beneath the Stream? 

With tow'ring Falcons to diſtreſs the Dove ? 

Or like Diana, with her Wood-nymphs grac'd, 

To mount the breathing Hills, and ſweep the Vale, 

Chacing with cheerful Horn, the Stag, the Boar? 
Pho. Thou know'ſt, Achillas, ſhe's the People's 

Idol; 

Over whoſe Hearts, her Eyes uſurp an Empire 

Conſcious of Beauty, ſhe delights to pleaſe, 

And when in publick View ſhe moves, 

Her radiant Charms attract their Adoration ! 

Then from her Speech, ſuch melting Muſick flows, 

Nor more ker Words, than tuneful Voice perſuade. 

1 heretore too cloſe Reſtraint were da : 

This Shew of Freedom will amuſe the Commons, 

Who pierce not to th' Abri of her Sway ; 

E ut were they utterly refus'd her Sight, 

Or but her lovely Perſon 


rreated z 
The Force of Zgyp: wou d not curb their Rage, 
Nor Prolomey were ſafe upon his Throne. 

Ai. 'Tis not the murm'ring Multitude I fear, 
But powerful Rome's Reſentment wakes my Thought; 
How may the jealous Senate bear this Change? 
Whoſe awful Voices have decreed, that both 
Siſter and Brother, as the late King's Will 
Requeath'd, ſhould equal hold the Reins of Empire? 
Nor will, I fear, great Pompey brook her Treatment, 
Who ftands alike the Guardian of them both. = 

Fe. 
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The Storm of civil War, now rais'd by Ceſar, 

Withdraws their Inſolence from foreign Realms, 

To waſte their Valour on their proper Subject, 

Their diſtant Care of us, is but their Pride, 

And Wantonneſs of Power; inteſtine Jars 

May humble them to Juſtice, and reduce 

Their Empire to its old 1:4a'ian Bounds, 

Or ſay, that on Pharſalia's dreadful Plain, 

(Where now theſe rival Liens hourly watch 

Each other as their Prey) Conqueſt ſhou'd give 

The Roman World to Pompey, or to Ceſar; | 

*Twill then be Time enough, when we are ſure 

Whoſe Nod we muſt cbey, to change our Meaſures 
Achil, Behold the King! and in his youthful Eye 

Some Joy unuſual ſparkles into Triumph. 


Enter Ptolomey with an open Letter. Septimius, 
Achoreus following. 

Ptol, O Photinus! Oſiris now has heard 
Our Vows! at length this Miſtreſs of the Earth, 
Imperious Rome, has loſt her Liberty! 
This haughty Dame that gave her Laws to Monarchs, 
Whoſe private Citizens durſt proudly vaunt 
Their Scorn of Crowns, and boaſt of ſcepter'd Vaſſass 
This wanton Rome, impregnated with 7ower, 
By civil Diſcord, teems her own Deſtruction: 
Pharſalia's Field has given the World to Ceſar: 
And Pompey is a Fugitive in Zgypr. 
All his late Triumphs, Lawrels, and Renown, 
Are now the Spoils, and grace the Brows of C«/ar. 


- Ceſar, who warm with Injuries, and Conqueſt, 


Will well avenge the Cauſe of flighted Kings, 
And bend the Neck of Rome to one victorious Lord. 
Pho. When our Oppreflors feel the Fetters they 
impos'd, 
Our Chains are 8 the Loads they beat. 5 
8 Pe: 
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Ttol. We who are deom'd to wear precarious 


Crowns, 
With leſs Regret, ſhall pay our Homage to 
A King, than an inferior proud Republick ! 
Pho.. But you were ſpeaking, Sir, of pompey's 
Flight, 
And, as I think. of his Arrival here? 
Ptol. The Remnant of his Fleet, three ſhatter'd 


Barks, 
Now anchor in our Port ; where with his fair, 
His ſad Cornelia, and ſome few Dependents, 
Who ſhare the hopeleſs Fortunes of Pharſa ia, 
He waits upon our Will; having firſt ſent 
On Shore a Friend, with this Addreſs to as 
Protection, and if poſſible our Aid to check 
The Courſe of Caſar, and inforce the War. 
There, more at large you'll read, how unſecure 
"oy 1 them the Letter. 
Is all the tow'ring Strengt uman Glory. 
Acho. He tells us here, that — warlike 
Ki 
{Whoſe Conqueſt over Craſſus is ſo fam'd,) 
Had offer'd to receive him ; but himſelf 
Aſſur'd his Fortunes more Relief in Egype, 
Where his late Service to your royal Father, 
He knows, will be remember'd in his Welcome. 
Pol. Tis true, when bold Rebellion preſs d my 
Father, 
Pompey procur'd the Senate's. timely Aid, 
Which cruſh'd the Tumult, and confirm'd his Throne ; 
And Benefits conferr'd on Dignity diſtreſt, 
Entail their Obligation on its Heirs. 
Bur Pompey, in that utmoſt Exigence, 
Tho' generous, was not more a Friend than Ceſar ; 
Whoſe thouſand Talents from his private Store, 
Advanc'd, gave Life, and Sinews to our Cauſe ! 
Thus ſtands my doubtful Gratitude divided: 
Pomey's Misfortunes plead for our Relief; 


Bu: 


CESAR in #gyprt. 11 


But Ceſar's Greatneſs warns us to abjure him: 
To make a Foe of Ceſar now —— were frantick 
Virtue ; ; 
And to deſert a Friend's Diſtreſs — ignoble. 
Hard-fated Choice! muſt I, to ſave my Crown, 
Yield up this hunted Pompey's Head to Caſar ? 
Or (ſaving Pompey) make my Crown his Prey? 
What then can guard me, but your riper Wiſdom ? 
Your Counſel, Lords, is now my laſt Reſource, 
To ſhield your Prince from Ruin, or Diſhonour. 
Acho. To guard your Crown, Sir, is our eldeſt Duty: 
But what are Crowns that are not worn with Honour? 
We grant, the Obligations of your State 
To Pompey, and to Caſar's Friendſhip, equal; 
Yet, as one only begs immediate Payment, 
Pompey s Diſtreſs ſeems here to turn the Scale, 
And weighs up conſcious Honour to relieve him. 
Ceſar makes no Demand upon your Crown ; 
His proſperous Arms not ask, but give Support : 
A* worſt, his thouſand Talents might be paid; 
Then are you uncunfin'd, in Gratitude ; 
Then Sir, what's due to Pomp-y, bears no Queſtion. 
If tis objected, Ceſar may reſent 
Your Favours to his mortal Foe; tis true, 
If fo my Counſel were moſt hazardous 
But who, what Enemy can ſay of Ceſar, 
That he provok'd him, by an Act of Henour ? 
How 1s he fam'd for Mercy to his Foes ? 
Then will he net forgive a friendly Error, 
W hoſe Motive has th' Excuſe of Gratitude ? 
But ſhou'd you offer Violence to Pompey, 
How may great Ce/ar take Advantage o! 
Your Crime, and build his Fame upon your Ruin? 
Therefore my Thoughts adviſe you, Sir, be grateful. 
Lupply the Wants of Pompey, and protect him: 
Appeal to Czjar's Honour, and yeu gain him; 
But Pompey's injur'd Life were ſuch an Act, 
As neither Gods would bear, nor Ceſar pardon. 
Pr. 
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Ptcl. Achoreus has our Thanks —— your Thoughts, 
Ache 
Achil. Athoram, Sir, has ſpoke, as well becomes 
His holy Function, and a faithful Subject: 
But yet how far the Laws of Policy 
May warrant what his Wiſdom has advanc'd, 
I own, with me, as yet, is undetermin d. 
Ceſar has Virtue but he wants not Art: 
And tho' no doubt he wiſhes Pompey dead, 
Nay, in his Heart, wou'd bleſs the Hand that ſmote 
m; 
Vet theſe are Thoughts his Glory muſt conceal. 
Therefore who knows, but Pompey's Death reveng d,. 
Might be the Mask his Joy wou'd chuſe to wear? 
It fo, the Death of Pompey might undo us: 
Bur when again we weigh it, as the End, 
The Summit, and the Crown of Caſar's Conqueſts: 
When we reflect, that they who give Repoſe, 
And full Security to Ce/ar's Power, 
Can never be themſelves unſafe —— then, Sir, 
The Death of Pompey is the Life of Ægypt. 
Ptol. Your Sentiments, Septimius? 
Sete. Sir, my Sword 
Speaks me, I am unfit for grave Debates; 
A keman born, my Science has been War: 
My Services, by Pompey's Scorn o'erlook'd, 
Have chang'd my thankleſs native Soil for Egypt, 
Whote Intereſts now my Heart's laſt Bloed ſhall ſerve. 
IF Xgype then is loſt, Septimiz: is an Exile; 
And what can Zgypr ſave, but Caſar's Friendſhip? 
What gain that Friendſhip, but your Hate to Pomjey ? 
What prove that Hatred real, but his Head? 
Which :rembling on a Spear, te Ceſar's View, 
Crowns all his Toils, for, then, unrivall'd Empire. 
Ceſar knows Men, and bears no lukewarm Friend ; 
With him, who ſtands ſuſpected, is condemn'd ; 
Be cautious, Sir, he is not ſerv'd by halves! 
As then Sincerity muſt gain his Heart; 


Ss 
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So muſt we ftrike our Daggers home, to Pompey's. 
If your Agi Reſolution faints, 
I have a Roman Arm, that wants Employment: 
The Blame, or Merit of the Deed be mine; 
And while tis mine alone, Fame ſhall confeſs, 
—_ like Rome her ſelf, cou'd only fall 


By Romans. 
Acho. be. Is and Oſiris guard us 
Ptol, Your Voice, Photinus, now concludes our 
Meaſures! 
| Shall Zgypr league wich Pompey, or with Ceſar ? 
Pho. | grant your Kingdom, Sir, to each indebted ; 
Pompey begs for Payment: Ceſar expects it. 
If you fall Pompey, Pompey may reproach you. 
If you flight Caſar, Ceſar can revenge it. 
Pompey's Relief demands your certain Ruin! 
Caeſar's Ambition will expect his Head. 
To talk of Obligations, Gratitude, 
And Honour balanc'd with a Nations Safety, 
Better befits the dreaming Sanctity 
Of Anchorets, than Vigilance of Monarchs ! 
When Empires are at Stake, nothing is Juſt, 
Or Great, but what implicitly maintains em. 
Pompey is routed and in Compliment 
Invites us to partake his Ruin. Gods! 
Becauſe he fay'd us once, does he conclude 
He therefore has a Right to our Deſtruction? 
For now to aid him, gainſt the Arms of Caſar, 
Were to renew the Giants' War with Heaven. 
What Laws of Nations, Juſtice, or of Honour, 
What Contracts, Leagues, or Treaties bind us down, 
To prop this falling Pompey with cur Bones, 
To be by Ceſar cruſh'd, and trampled into Aſh2s? 
No, Sir, the Ruin Pompey brings, 1epel 
Upon his Head! joyn you the Cauſe, the Gods 
Have own'd, and turn your Sword on Ceſar's Foes ! 
One Blow ſecures his Friendſhip, and your Crown ! 


If not for Zzytt, ſtrike for Prolomey. 
Conſider 


14 CASAR iu Egypt. 


Conſider your divided Title, Sir, 
Your Royal Siſter's Claim, her Provocations ! 
Her Arts! her female Spleen, and Beauty 
Dreſſing her Wrongs in Tears, and Caſar amorous! 
Her ſoft Complainings blowing him to Flames! 
Will he refuſe to right fo fair a Suitreſs? 
At leaſt, Sir, give him not Pretence t' inforce 
Your Father's Will, or what were worſe, 
T' inveſt her ſolely with the ſov'reign Pow'r, 
And veil his Veng'ance in an Act of Juſtice, 

Ptol. No more ! that Thought embitters all Remorſe. 
Were Pompey dearer to my Heart than Life; 
Rather than ſerve my Siſter's haughty Pride, 
My Rage, like Thunder, in the Port ſhou'd fink him! 
Achillas, and Septimius, you obey 
The Orders of Photinus hark, your Ear! 

[Whiſpering apart. 


Acho. Nay, then the horrid Reſolution's fix d! 
My farther Counſel will be uſeleſs here! 
Hence then, to Royal Cleopatra haſte, 
With Pompey's Fate alarm her nobler Soul, 
And try what Terrors may be form'd, to ſave him. 
| [ Aſede.] Exit. 
Pho. Delay may give him Doubts of his Recep- 
tion; 
He may retreat, and hoiſt his Sails for Aſia. 
The preſent Hour's too precious to be loſt ; 
In Execution of diſtreſsful Meaſures, 
'Tis Expedition gives them Life and Luſtre. 
Prob. You then Achill is and Septimius haſte, 
Take to your Aid the Parties you have nam'd 
Ruſh on the Inſtant, to a deathleſs Fame, 
And give Repoſe to Agypt. 
Sept. And to Pompey. [Fxeunt Achil. and Sept. 
Prol. The Reſolution fix'd recalls my Spirit! 
I am again my ſelf! ſet free! I reign! 
Conclude we then that Pompey is no more, 
And that his Death buries my Siſt er's Claim: 


For 
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For howſoe' er on Caſar ſhe relies, 
Her Right had ſtronger Hope from Pompey's Aid, 
Whoſe Friendſhip to my ather was ſo firm, 

He undertook, as Warden of his Will, 


To place my Siſter on the Throne, my Equal! 
But now : 


Pho. Thoſe Glories with her Champion periſh! 
Whoſe Head ſecures you in the Heart of Ceſar. 
- Prol. But ſee my Siſter; in her Look, Surprize, 
And wild Emotion eager to be heard, 


Enter Cleopatra. 


Cleo. Sir, I'm inform'd, great Pompey is arriv'd, 
And that your Council pauſes to receive him. 
Pral. Your Voice Geſture, Madam, ſpeak Re- 


proach, 
Which neither fits your State to give, or mine 
To bear: Kings are accountable to none. 
Cleo. To more than Subjects, by the Laws cf Ho- 
nour : 
Their Luſtre ſtands on Eminencies fixt, 
That the inferior World may gaze, and cenſure ! 
How vain is Glory, when it gives not Wonder! 
How mean is Majeſty, that dares be thankleſs! 

Prol. Your Cares for Pompey are at my Expence. 
Your Bounty's great, for want of Pow'r to give: 
Were Zgyprt yours, your Virtue wou'd have Bounds. 

C'eo, Were not your Virtue limited, my Pow'r 
And Right in Zgypr wou'd to yours be equal. 

I ſend, at leaft, to ”ompey's Aid, my Wiſhes, 
And that's a Merit which your Greatneſs wants. 
Why go you not in Perſon to receive him? 


Prot. I know my ſelf, and know the State of Pompey. 
Septimius and Ac: ilas have their Orders. 


Cleo. Are thoſe fit Agents for your Gratitude ? 
Owe you not your rown to Porpey's Favour ? 

Pol. e due, what may, to him; now Ceſar claims it. 

Cleo. Can vou forget ſuch godlike Bene fits: 


Ftod, 
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Has Caſar leſs Demands on Gratitude, 

Becauſe he can confirm the Crown he ſay'd ? 

Cleo. But hapleſs Pompey, not reliey'd, muſt periſh! 
Ptol. And if reliey'd, you'll make my Peace with 

Caſar ! 

Fair Siſter, you may ſpare your Interceſſions, 
They're loſt on one, that knows their Motive! 

You live in Hope, that Porpey's Fortunes may 
Retrieve your own; you think him bound t'enforce 
My Father's Will, and therefore wiſh him Pow'r 
This is the thin Diſguiſe your Virtue wears! 

Hence flows this Torrent of Benevolence! 

But, Madam, know, the Wiles of your Ambition, 
With Pompey's Hopes, may periſh in the Port! 

Cleo. Immortal Gods! and dare you own the Trea- 

ſon? 

Ptol. I glory in the Deed, that guards my Crown, 
And levels your Preſumption to Obedience. 

Cleo. Obedience to Superiors muſt be due; 

And who, in Zgypt, is the Queen's Superior? 

The Force, and Fortune of injurious Arms, 

"Tis true, have robb'd me of my Regal Power: 

But my Soul's Empire is in Me alone. 

That ſoars above the Reach of Violence, 

And from its Heighth, with Scorn regards your 

Triumph. 

Pol, Be, then, that mighty Monarch of your Mind; 
Rage on, and ſhew how ill you govern there, 
While I content my ſelf with ruling Zgype. 

Cleo. Firſt, Sir, redeem your ſelf from Slavery ! 
From the pernicious Counſellors that ſway you! 
That, thro? the Heart of Pompey ſtrike at me: 

That with falſe Politicks miſlead your Youth, 
To brand our Zgype with eternal Infamy ! 
Pho. Fhotinus, Madam, dares avow the Counſel. 
Cleo. 1 ſpoke, Sir, to the King; when | deſcend 
To 
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To you, then take with me that Liberty. 
pol. Paſs it, my Friend; the Inſult is to 
Pho. Therefore a Subject leſs might bear it, Sir. 
Pzol. I grant, her earlier Birth ſhou d give Example; 
Buf female Imperfections muſt be born. 

She finds her Hopes of Empire loſt with Pompey. 

Cleo. I ſcorn the Thought, If Intereſt were my 

View, 
I ſhou'd not plead for Pompey, but for Caſar / 

Ptol. Your ſecret Views are to your ſelf beſt known. 
To me they ſeem perplext, and intricate, 

Cleo. Since you provoke me then, receive a Secret, 
That will, at once, confound your barb'rous Counſels, 
And make your Merit in loſt Pompey's Blood, 
Hateful to Ceſar, as to Gods, and me. | 

Ptol. Diſcharge this Thunder then; I ſtand pre- 


par'd, 
And ready fer the Bok. 
Cleo. Attend, and tremble. 
When rude Rebellion ſeiz'd on Royal Pow'r, 
And drove our exil'd Father from his Throne; 
To Rome, as to his only Hope, (as now 
to Zgype flies) he fled for Succour s 
And to incite the Senate's nobler Piry, 
My ſelf and you attended bis Diſtreſſes. 
Your Age was unſſ of Care, 
But mine (or iv'd me well) 
Bloom'd in full beauty, and attracted Hearts: 
Yet of my Congqueſts | fhall boaſt but one: 
Ceſar pretended Love: * urg'd him to a Proof: 
He gave the nobleſt : he reſtor'd our Zgype. 
Pompey was then his Friend; him Ceſar wrought 
At my Deſire, t engage the Senate's Aid > 
The of Pompey had Succeſs : FR 
This gen'rous Deed! (O dreadful piteous Thought) 
Was the laſt Product of their fading Friendſhip. 
But Ceſar ſtopt not there! the Senate's Aid 
Was but a publick Act; his opening Heart 


Pour'd 
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Pour'd out his private Treaſure with his Love, - 
And from the of that ſecret Flame, 

We reap'd the Profit of 'd Rebellion. 
My conſcious Father, on this Truth reflecting, 

ht Half, at leaſt, was due to her that ſav d 
The Whole, and therefore at his Death bequeath'd 
Me equal Sway, Coheireſs of his Throne: 
While you, unknowing of his noble Motive, 
Reproach his Memory with partial Care, 
And make my Right, by Force of Arms, your Spoil. 

_ Prol, How plauſible ſoe er this Tale may ſeem, 
Yet, Madam, in my Senſe, it ill agrees 
With Ceſar's Love, and your Concern for Pompey. 

Cleo, Of that, be Cæſar Judge. To you at leaſt 
It proves, that I prefer my Fame to Empire. 
But ſince your Tutors, Sir, have humbler Views, 
Purſue the Ruin I have warn'd you of. 
Send your Aſſaſſins forth on Ceſar's Foes, 
And buy his Friendſhip with an Act of Horror! 
While for the Pity I avow for Pempey, 
On me fall all the Bolts of Caſar's Rage 

Boaſt you your Merit, and of me complain, 

Then ſee, from what Ceſar ſhall ordain, 

Which moſt deſeryes, — Queen, to reign. 

[Exit. 

Prol. Was ever ſorm'd ſo fierce, untam'd a Spirit? 

Phot. Confuſion and Amazement ſeize my Senſe! 
It muſt be Fiction all! is ſhe not Woman? 

Her Spleen has forg'd this Secret: for if true, 

How cou'd her Sex's Pride ſo long conceal it ? 

Ptol. And yet what Profit cou'd the Fiction yield? 
Phet. That anſwers all! it has Foundation ! 

Tis well we've Time to arm againſt her Pow'r. 

Prot. Suppoſe the Fate of Pompey were deferr d? 

Phot. If that were Merit, it will now be hers! 
Nor cou'd your Crown be ſure from her Reward ! 
Ambition is the only Power that combats Love. 

And ſince, howe' er we re dazzl'd with his Virtue, 
Pompey's 
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Jompey's ſure Death is Caſeꝰs warmer Wiſh; x 
With Pompey's Head, 2 


Value, or 
But when the Freight deſtroy d a People ſaves, 
We undiſtinguiſh'd plunge it in the Waves. 


CLxzOpPATRA, 


EEINCE when, was this Enlargement of 
7 your Power? 
: „ you here gny'e 
| me ? 
Have you your Maſter's Order, for this 
hot. 1 need ec Ond for my Duty 
Phot. no er 2 
What I have done, IM anfwer to the King: 
In Times of Danger, ſafety is our Law: 
Were Treaſons only to be cruſh'd in Form, 
Traytors wou'd ſoon defy their Puniſhment. 
Cleo. Tra ! 
Phot. „ I call that Slave a Traytor, 
That durſt betray the Counſels of his Prince! 
Ikn ew ycu refileſs, in the Cauſe of Pompey, 
And therefore had my Eye upon your Conduct. 


I 
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Why ſhou'd your vain Reſeatment = 
To offer more? This Scorn you 2 
Who, at his Pleaſure, ſways the ductile King, 
Will but incenſe him to abuſe that Influence, 
And add by freſher Inſults to his Triumph. 
Cleo. 1 mock the ſhort-liv'd Power, that dares in- 
ſult me! 
For know, my Charmion, Caſar's on our Coafts! 
Spite of their Spies, and Vigilance of State, 
From his own Hand, this Morn have I receiv'd 
Advice, be beings bis Legians ines Egype ! 
is indulgent » by Pompey's Flight, 
Now kad him, where his n nM 
To crown his Conqueſts, by a Wreath from me. 
I weigh not, whether true, or feign'd his Flame; 
Me it ſuffices, 'tis the Style of Love. 
Make him, ye Gods! but capable of Paſſion, 
And leave the forming of his Heart to me! 
Char. Still more amazing ! can you ever hope, 
That Ceſar will be won, by your Defiance ? 
Your open and avow'd Concern for L 
Which now this Letter, will, produc d, confirm. 
Will Cz/ar make a Miſtreſs. of his Foe > 
Of ene that wou'd arm gut to oppoſe him, 
And, by the Aid of Pompey, blaſt his Lawrels ? 
Clas. Alas, my Charmion, thou'rt unskill'd in Heroes 
Love 
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Love there is born, but from ſuperior Virtue! 

Think'ſ thou a Caſars Soul can cer be moy'd,. 

But by a Heart, ambitious as his own ? | 

As jealous, as tenacious of its Glory 

'Shou'd I, to ſerve his Intereſts, injure Pompey ; 

His ſword might ſpare, but Honour wou'd — 

No! to deſerve him, he ſhall find me grat 

My juſt Concern for Pompey, though bis Foe, 

Demands his Admiration, not Refentment. 

Soon is the Lover loſt, we fear to loſe; 

But while, for Pompey's Sake, I brave that Danger, 

Caſæ will envy, what a lower Mind 

Wou'd hate. But ſee, the holy Prieft returns; 

I ſent him to enquire of Pompey's Doom. 
F _ 

O » Achorens, what thy Looks preſage! 

N. the Gods diſpos'd of hapleſs Pompey ? 

Avho. O! that my Age had never feen this Day 
Or that Pharſalia's Field had left ne Blood 
In Caſ@'s Foes, to ſtain the Shores of Zgypr / 

Cleo. Give me the whole, and blend my Tears with 

thine, 

Acho. Hear then the Fate of Pompey, and deplore! 
When, from his Ships, he ſaw the ſpacious Beach 
Cover'd with gazing Crowds, and at their Front, 
Our ſhining Troops, in ſtately Order rang'd; 

The martial Mufick ing from our Gallies, 
With gaudy Streamers making from the Port; 
His quickning Eye confeſt a new-born Joy 
Concluding that our grateful King deſign'd, 
r 
But when, at length, he found but one Boat 
Sent forth, fill d only with a choſen —_ 
And thoſe without the King, to grace his Welcome; 
His Fate he ſaw, yet wou'd not ſeem to ſee; 
Silent he ſtood, with Eyes reſign'd, and dauntleſs; 
Or anxious only for Cornehia's Fears; 
Turing to whom, in Care-concealing Smiles, 

«« Compole 
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When from his Friends, jand mournful wife, 
A — with that majeſtick Air, 

Went forward to his Fate,, as when the Car 
Triumphant bore him the Streets of Rome. 
Clao. Were there no Friends attended him to Shore > 
che. But one the Bark too narrow for hi sTrain, . 
His Freed-man Ph follow'd him. 

Of what 1 ſpeak, fea, by him wn 1 inform, 
The faithful Wi of his Fate — At length, 
The Crew, ſecure of their deluded Prey, 
Now change their Looks, and ſullen ply their Oars, 
As if ſome Criminal condemn'd they bore, 

Nor on the Way vouchſafe his Cares a Word. 
— this, Le drew his Ta blets forth, 
there ſome Notes of an. Oration, 

ering thre foe Notes ofan.Oraon, 
== o'er-charg'd with Sighs, he turn'd his Eyes, 
Throwi — hp beat bg Corne.1a. 

Then to hi to Philip's Ear, 


From 
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From Sophocles, this Fragment he repeated : 
«© The Great and Free, when Fugitives, are Slaves, 
oe . 


—ññ the bloody Signal gavey. 


3 gaves 
> Daggers 


= his Robe his 7 
At his Aſſaſſins Feet, the Great ——— the Murder'd 
Pompey ell. 

Cleo. Ye Gods ! who give up Nations to the Sword, 
When this flagitious Deed your Boks ſhall puniſh, 
N 2 Place, but Perſons with the Crime! 

of Pompey was by Remans ſhed! 
Let o'er Ai Roofs your Tenggpore gut 
And hurl your Thunder on the Tow'rs of Rome. 
Ace. Nor ends, in Death, th' unhoſpitable Deed : 
and dead, is Pompey ftill mif-us'd ! 
His Head, by fierce Schi-, from the Neck 
Divided, on Achillas Sp.ar is born, 
In Triumph thro' the Crowd, to Frelemy; 
As if ſome Captive Pirate they had ain, | 
Or, as their braver Swords had conquer'd Pompey 7 
His mangled Corps committed to the Waves, 
Like a wreckt Veſſel bulges on the Sands, 
And ſtains, with crimſon Infamy, our Shores, 
While, at the dreadful Sight, Cornelia's Cries 
en to the Beach are heard, and pierce the Heay'as 
in vain. _ 

Cl eo. Hear breaking Woe! what Virtue can ſup- 

port ir! 

Acho. What Fate attends her, to the Gods is known, 
Fer oa the Inſtant we perceiv'd hes Sails 


Ul 
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Unfurl'd, and making to the Seas for Flight. 
On which, Septimius, to compleat his Crim-, 
With ſix large Veſſels labours her Purſuit. 
Cleo. Ariſe ye ſudden Shades of Night ! black 
Storms, 
Or kinder Tempefts, ſhield her from his Power. 
Acho. And now our Troops retreating to the Pa- 
lace, , 
In ſolemn March precede the trunkleſs Head, 
On which the ſhudd'ring Crowd with Horror gaze: 
some hear it thunder! theſe an Earthquake feel ! 
Dreading the Wreck of Nature for the Crime! 
The faithful Philip, tho* o'er-whelm'd with Grief, 
| Bears, from the Waves, his Maſter's ſad Remains, 
And tho' a mean, a pious funeral Pile, 
And for his Aſhes, a poor Urn prepares. 
Cleo; Which conqu'ring Ceſar might behold with 
Tears. 
Acho. Confirm the Omen, Iſs, for he comes! 
Theſe Winds that blow, ſhall waft him to our Shores. 
bn What means thy Tranſport? ought of Ceſar x 
E ay, 
And diſſipate the Sadneſs thou haſt rais'd. 
Acho. While penſive on Cornelia's Flight we gaze, 
From Ear to Ear a joyous Murmue flies, 
Burſting anon to Shouts! Lo! Ceſar comes! 
At this all Eyes are turn'd to ſeize the Sight! 
When from behind the ſwelling Ocean's Hill, 
Behold, a naval City climbing to the View; 
Their Sails, all gilded by the glaring Sun, 
Confound the Curious, that would count the Num- 
bers. 
"os Cle. It is! it muſt! it can be only He! 
Tremble, ye Tyrants, for your impious Power! 
The Gods are juſt, aud fend their Ceſar's Arms, 
Tavenge the Injur'd, on the guilty Head! 
Acho. Behold the King ! Incens'd he ſeems! Per- 


haps 
B The 
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The Sight of me offends! for ſince my Voice 
Declar'd for Pompey, I have loſt his Smiles : 
Permit me, gracieus Madam, to retire. Exit. 


Enter Ptolomey. 


prel. Achillas ! yet a Moment ſtay the Guard! 
Firſt will 1 prove, if ſhe avow the Treaſon. 
Madam, my Converſe with you now is ſhort! 
Examine well this Character. 

Cleo. Tis mine. 

Pto', Tis well now ſay that you were Prolomey, 
And I your Captive had betray d your Counſels, 
What Treatment had this Treaſon merited ? 

Cleo. Had I been King, that Treaſon had been 

Counſel, 
And to the Blood of Pompey, Caeſar's Hate 
Preferr'd. 

Prol. Your own Confeſſion has condemn'd you, 
And Ceſar ſhall himſelf approve my Juſtice. 

Cleo. Muſt that then prove me criminal to Ceſar ? 

Pzol. The Proof is fair, as is the Fact notorious! 
Was not th' Attempt to ſave the-Foe of Ceſar, 

And keep his Title to the World diſputed ? 
Cleo. You ſpeak, as if my Crimes, like yours, were 
writ 
In Blood. Once more, I warn you of your Fate; 
Provoke not Ceſar, by new Wrongs to me. 
Fial. Fear not, vour Conduct ſhall have all its 
Merit! 
Ceſar ſhall know the Charms you uſe t'engage him, 
Shall fairly ſee his Friends, from Enemies. 
Achillas, ho! 
Enter Achillas with Guards. 


Obey your Orders ! Madam, 
Your own Apartment bounds your Liberty. 
Cleo. Me to reſtrain, there needed not your Guards; 
Tho” Ceſar's at our Gates, I ſhou'd not, Sir, 
Have flown to meet him: no, my Sex's Pride 


CASAR in Egypt. 


4 
Had been a Bar ſufficient, for your Fears : 
Yet for your own Sake, name not my Confinement, 
No ! rather, let him think my Abſence, Choice. 
Tho' of my Crown depriv'd, the World ſhall fee 
I guard its Honour, in Captivity. 
While you, to Cæſar's Feet, your Scepter bear, 
He'll know the Queen expects his Homage here. 
And while his Frown your profter'd Crown diſdains, 
A Smile------ſhall lead this Maſter of the World in 
Chains. [Exit with Guards. 
Enter Photinus. 


Phot. Some Officers, Expreſs, from Cæſar's Fleet, 
(His fam'd Lieutenants, Antony and Dcius,) 
Intreat immediate Audience. 

Piol. Give them Entrance, 


Enter Antony, Decius, and Guards 


Dec. From the great Julius, Health to Proſomey. 
Ftol. Permit me, Komazs, to embrace the Heroes, 
That grace our Zgyft, with Commands from Cæſar. 
Ant. My ſeparate Duty, Sir, attends the Queen 
In private Audience---yet I ſee her not! 
The fair Co-Regent! yuur Colleague in Power ! 
Prol. Let me, with Grief, impeach a Siſter's Virtue ! 
But Sir, her Actions ill deſerve that Title: 
Her Claim to Empire, as a Foe to Ceſar, 
Stands forfeit to his Mercy, and the State, 
And therefore are theſe Palace Walls her Priſon. 
Ant. I come not, Sir, to hear her Crim s recounted ; 
Of thoſe our General himſelf will judge! 
To him your Accufation mult appeal. 
My plain Commiſſion asks a perſonal Audience; 
Which Ceſar's Will, by me, once more demands, 
2d, The Will of Ceſar be obey'd --Photinus, 
Let Antony have Audienc: of the Que n. 
[Exe. Ant. and Phot. 
Now Sir, Ce/ar's Commands to Prolomey ? 
— 3 2 Dec. 
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Tec. Short is my Meſſage, and from Ceſar, thus. 
To know it Royal Prolomey is leagu'd 
In Arms with Pompey, or adheres to Ceſar? 
If Cæſar is oppos'd, he knows his Courſe, 
'Tis forward, thro? your Walls, with waſteful War: 
But if your due Submiſſion owns his Power, 
His Veterans, like jocund Hinds from Labour, 
Shall pour, this Inſtant, on your Shores, 
To greet as Friends, and give your Crown Protection. 
Thus ſays the Roman Imperator----Now Sir, 
Our signal to his Fleet, attends your Anſwer. 
Pro/, Thus then, to mighty Ceſar, Prolomey : 
'Tho' AZgypt long has been to Rome a Province, 
Yet ſince Pharſalia gives to Rome a Maiter, 
Who but that Maſter can demand our Homage ? 
Paſs then the Arms of Cæſar thro* our Gates. 
And, Sir, to ratify our firm Adberence, 
To bury ev'n Suſpicion of Reſiſtance, 
This inſtant ſhall our private Troops retire, 
And Southward from the City form their Camp, 
Till Ceſar's Service, or his Will, recall them. 
Dec, Caſ ar ſhall know the Speed of your Compliance: 
But how, Sir, has your Power diſpos'd of Pompey ? 
Pt l. As Heay*n had mark'd him, for the Foe of Ceſar. 
W hoſe Cauſe the Gods fo gloriouſſy have own'd : 
And as the Swerd, in Pempey's Hand, but ſerv'd 
To make the Streams of R»man Blood perpetual ; 
Our Councils have diſarm'd, and ſeiz d on Pompey z 
To grace th* Arrival of victorious Ceſar. 
Dec. A Prince ſo young, and careful for his State, 
Merits as well our Wonder, as Protection. 
Prol. My Merit is my Zeal, for Cæſa“s Glory. 
Dec. Halle Quintiz:s from the Northern Tower, 
let fi 
The Eagle, Signal of out Amity. 
How will the Heart of Godlike Ct glow, 
Folding his Arms around the vanquiſh'd Pompey / 
[ Apart and Ext. 
Ftol. 
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Piel. Theſe Romans, who contemn the Thrones of 

Kings, 

By this their Inſolence to Majeſty, 

Betray the Rancour of their vain Ambition. 

"Tis not the King they hate, but Kingly Right. 

They ſcorn our Crowns, from want of Birth to wear 
them : 

There's what recoils againſt their ſecret Wiſhes, 

And turns deſponding Envy, into Virtue. 


F ater Photinus. 


Now Thetinus, the News; from Antony ? 
Phot. What greatly will {urprize, and may preſerve 
vou. 
Prol. Haſt thou, from his Audience, ought collected? 
** Nothing from Words: for 1 was warn da- 
But if my Eyes are faithful, yet enough 
To know -whateer might be his Charg: from Ceſar, 
The ſecret Errand of his Heart wa- Love. 
Ptol. Thou tell'ſt me Wonders! what grounds du 
Aſertiou ? 
_ Whether at Rom?, or here, he caught the 
tam”, 
I know not; but his Geſture, his Approaches, 
Spoke more Reſpect, than & mans pay to Crowns! 
His Looks, his heaving Boſom, his Confuſion, 
Confeſt a Soul ſurpriz'd, aſtoniſh d and ſubdu'd! 
She, conſcious of the Wounds her Form had given, 
With all the Blandiſhments of glancing Beauty, 
With ſoftning Smiles, indulgent to Defice, 
Unloos'd her Charms, to make the Conqueſt ſure. 
Anon, to ftrike him with her various Darts, 
When, to his Speech, her ſeeming Woes reply'd, 
A ſtealing Shower of Tears roll'd down her Cheeks, 
Like Dew-drops trickling o'er the Bloom of Roſes. 
When turning to diſguiſe the Grief, her Eyes 
Encountring my Obſeryance, I retir'd, 
B Not 
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Not chuſing, while I heard nor, to offend her, 
Ptol. Cou'd you not gueſs the Occaſion of her Tears 
Phot. I judg'd them artful, to precede her Story, 
To herghten her Diſtreſſes, for Compaſſion. 
Ptol. If Antony ſhou'd love, Love may befriend 
Her Cau'e to Ceſar. 
Plot. Or may ruin it. 
Think you, proud Cæſar's Heart will brook a Rival; 
Here's Ground at leaſt to give him Jealouſy. 
If it ſucceeds, her boaſted Empire ceaſes ! 
Caſar will never be the Slave of Peauty, 
Tamely to court, and kiſs the Chain that galls him: 
No Sir, her Truth ſuſpected, ſets him free : 
Or to be more the Heroe, his Contempt 
May give her as a Slave to Antony, 
Whoſe humbler Heart may think the Donor bounteous, 


Prel. Confuſion ! how ſhe plays her Sex's Wiles? - 


The whole Artillery of Love to thwart me! 
Her Eyes wou'd lift his Legions in her Cauſe, 
And be the Miſtreſs of Mankind, for Empire. 
[A loud Shox:. 
Phot. But hark ! theſe Acclamations from the Port 
Speak Cæſar near our Shore. 
Ptol. Haſte then to greet him. 
dome fitter Time ſhall weigh this Secret.--------Lilt ! 
[ Trumpets, 
Again the Signal Trumpet, from our Gallies, 
Calls us to meet this Maſter of the World! 
His Pow'r muſt judge this Prize, for Empire play'd, 
Berwixt the Monarch, and ambitious Maid; 
But if Ambition be his fiercer Flame, | 
The Head of Pompey fhall out-blaze the Dame. 
| Exeunts 
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SCENE opens to the Port of Alexandria, 


Enter on one Side Ptolomey auearring his Crown, with 
Photinus and Attendants, From the upter End, the 
Roman Liftors and Officers with their Faſces and mi- 
litary Enſfigns, & c. While they range ti emſe ve. on 
each Side the Scene, Shouts and Trumpets are heard. 
After which Cæſar adtanic', and Prolomey kneeling 
adyreſſes him, 


Piel. Lord of Mankind ! Imperial Julius, hall! 
Lo! at thy Feet, as to the Firſt of Men, 
In awful Homage, bows thy proſtrate _Zgypr, 
The Sun, and Ceſar, now, have equal Empire: 
Far as his Beams extend, Cæſar has conquer'd ! 
Nor, to the teeming Banks of Nile m re wiſht 
His genial Heat, than Julius, to our Shores! 
What Kings are ſafe, that dare oppoſe his Glory? 
What People free, whom Cefar's Arms protect not? 
Take then this happier Province to thy Care, 
While thus her tributary Prince reſigns 
His Crown, to be adorn'd by Cæſa-'s Brow. 
[ Preſenting it to Cæſar. 
Ceſ. Ariſe, young Prince, nor let thy Tranſport 
looſe thee. 
| Wou'dft thou appear the King, retain thy Crown; 
. The Lawrel better ſuits the Brow of Julius! 
Crowns are the Trophies of tyrannick Sway. 
Romans may conquer, but diſdain to wear em. 
Prol. Ye Gods! what yet unheard-of Virtues have 
You form'd, that only Reman Souls can reach? 
Ceſ. Call it not Virtue, to reſiſt what tempts not. 
W hat Heirs from Heirs receive, blind Fortune gives, 
be Where Birth prefers the Infant to the Man! 
While heretable Crowns entail not Virtue, 
The Baſt were greater to beſtow, than wear them. 
But whence has Ptolomey this ſingle Power 
Of vaſt Munificence, where equal Right | 
E B 4 Might 
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Might claim an equal Merit, from the Bounty ? 
Beware, no private Wrong to Cleopatra, 
Prompt thee to offer up a Pewer uſurpt, 
Leſt Beauty ſhou'd prevail, on Power ſuperior, 
To right her Sufferings, with the ſole Dominion, 
Prol. If Ceſar's Enemies deſerve to reign, 
None ſtand before the Claim of Cleopatra. 
If on her Will the Fate of Rome had reſted, 
Pharſaiia's Field had given the Palm to Pompey. 
Caſ. Were your fair Siſter, Prince, the Foe you 
ſpeak her, 
Her Spirit wou'd, in Perſon, have declar'd her. 
Prol. ur if great Cæſar's Foes deſerve their Chains, 
Then gentle are the Bonds of Cleopatra. 
Ceſ. Let me conceive you, Sir; at once, be plain. 
Pto!, What I have urg d, then, plainly this confirms. 


[ Preſents Cleopatra's Letter to him, 4vho ſeems to pernſe it. 


Had not our Vigilance cut ſhort that Notice, 
Pompey, forewarn'd, had now revers'd his Fate; 
Had headed Troops in Parthia, or in Africk, 
Might Kill have vainly rais'd the Duſt of War, 
To choak the Paſs of Cz/ar. 
Ceſ. Ha! revers'd ! 
Something tremendous muſt have caus'd this Notice. 
Phot. Take Comfort, Sir, he ſtaggers at the Proof. 
[To Ptol. 
Caſ. Nor can I think her 29 the Foe of Ceſar ! 
The State of Pompey will reſolve the Doubt. Apart. 
Produce then Pompey, to condemn the Queen. 
Ptol. Let Cæſar be obey'd--- Achillas, ho! 
[To Achillas. who is ſuppos d at ſome Diſtance. 
Open the gazing Throng, and to our View, 
Advanc'd in Air, upon thy Javelin's Point, 
Preſent our Evidence of Faith to Ceſar. 
[Czſar turning to the Emrance, flarts. 
C</. Stupendous Viſion ! have my Eyes their 
Function 
Some 
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Some God awake me from this frightful Dream, 
Or raiſe the living Pompey to the Field, 
That I may meet him, there, leſs terrible ! 
Hence ! from my View! remove the ghaſtly Form! 
Nor give weak Nature theſe reſiſtleſs Pangs. ; 
Pharſalia now has drawn the Tears of Czſar. 
Prol. Photinus ! Oh! the Storm is riſing ! fave me! 
292 to Pho. 
Dec. How has young Ptolomey with Words deceiy'd me? 
Was this the Seizure he had made of Pompey ? 
Ceſ. Ev'n in the Field, that Sight were mournful , 
But here, where Benefits rely'd on Safety, 
Where Obligations fenc'd him from Suſpicion, 
To trample down the Mounds of Gratitude, 
Inhoſpitably ſteel'd, and deaf to Honour, 
To ftrike the Life, to whom your Crown was due, . 
Sets univerſal Nature in Alarm, 
And warms his Foes, even Ceſar, to avenge him. 
Prol. Cæſar ! I grant the Deed, that thus offends 
thee a 
Caſ. The Deed! Immortal Pow'rs! is there a Crime 
Peneath the Roof of Heav'n, that ſtains the Soul 
Of Man, with more infernal Hue, than damu'd 
Afﬀaſhnation > O my curdling Blood! 
When-c'er the Image ſtrikes upon my Brain, 
Involuntary Horrors ſhake my Frame, 
And mock the Force of Intrepidity. 
Ptolomey offers to ta 
No more! Impartial Juſtice wou'd be calm, 
Nor ſhall unheard condemn : when Ceſar is 
Himſelf, his Patience ſhall endure to hear thee. 
Dec. If Virtue, or if Honour might be Judge, 
Ceſar was never more himſelf than now. | Apart, . 
O Pomjey, now might thy hard Fate be enyy'd! 
If thy great Spirit hovers yet in Air, . 
Look down, and triumph, in the Grief of Ceſar. 
Caſ. Reflection has, at length, made way for Judg- 
ment, 
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Now urge thy Motives for the Fate of Pompey. 
Prol. What Words can fave, what Caeſar's Frown 
condemns ? 
If what is done to ſerve him, can be Wrong, 
Why ftrike his Arms ſuch Terror thro' the World, 
That not to ſerve him, ſeems the greater Crime? 
Where Fear prevails, what Conduct can be blamecleſs } 
Will Czſar then reſent a Paſſion, which 
Himſelf excites 2 Involuntary Crimes? 
Will he oblige the Blind to ſee, the Deaf 
To hear, or the diſorder'd Brain to reaſon ? 
Muſt Nature change ber Courſe, to a& his Will? 
The Wretch that fears to drown, will break thro 
Flames, 
Or, in his Dread of Flames, will plunge in Waves. 
When Eagles are in View, the ſcreaming Daws 
Will cowre beneath the Feet of Man, for Safety ! 
Not Folly is more ignorant than Fear! 
If Fear be Guilt, twere Guilt to give us Fear; 
Then let the Dread of ſeeming Cæſar's Foe 
| Anſwer, to Caſar's Arms, for Pompey's Fate. 
My Life! my Crown, are equal in thy Power ! 
If Ceſar for an Enemy cou'd weep, 
What kind of Pity muſt invade his Eye, 
When a miſtaken Friend endures his Vengeance ? 
C<«/. If Cæſar can deplore an injur'd Foe, 
Can he, who boaſts the Wrong, exp- ct his Friendſhip ? 
Or vainly ſhall his Friend preſume, the Crime 
Will, at the Coſt of Cæſars Fame, be pardon'd? 
But Friend's a Name, I've not yet choſe for thee : 
"Twas what my Heart had ſtill refery'd for Pompey. 
Falſe and deſtructive is thy Zeal for Ceſar ! 
T'have ſav'd that Life, had giv'n Mankind Repoſe, 
And made Fharſa ia glorious! Tow'ring Though: ! 
V ith what tranſporting Joy, the harraſs'd4 World, 
Had, in one peaceful, publick Chariot ſeen 
Pompey, and Ceſar, o'er their Jars triumphant ! 
That forward Fruit, that Harveſt of my Arms, 
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Thy curſt, officious, waſteful Hand has ruin'd ! 
To paſs the Crime. how might the World arraign me! 
How might the partial Senate juſtify 
The Rage with which their Votes purſu'd me ? 

Prol. Were I but Cæſar's Foe, I might have Mercy. 

Caſ. Yet, let me not, to ſooth my Enemies, 
Swerve from the Laws of conſcious Clemency ; 
How black and horrible ſoe'er the Deed, 
"Tis not the Fact, but Will, creates the Crime. [ Apart. 
Thy Youth and Inexperience, Prince, arreſt 
My Arm, and turn the Eye of Vengeance 
On elder Criminals, thy Flatterers. 
If thou wou'dſt prove thy Penitence ſincere, 
Give up thy Counſellors to inſtant Juſtice, 
As due Oblations to the Shade of Pompey. 

Phot, Tis well! the War's begun! Ceſar, thy Heart 
May yet repent this Arrogance of Pow'r. Apart. 

Ce/. And ſince the urden of Imperial Rule 
Out-weighs thy Strength, call to thy preſent Aid 
Thy Siſter's Right, to ſhare and grace thy Throne. 
Had ſhe been heard, what Glory hadſt thou gain d! 
What Shame, what Ills, what Infamy avoided! 
If poſſible, repair thy Loſs; but haſte! 
Think that each Moment, 'till her Right's reſtor'd, 
But ſwells thy Debt of Royalty uſurp'd, | 

[ Exe. Ptol. Phot. and Ægyptiaus. 

O Decius! was there ever Day like this? 
How ſudden are the Blows of Fat wat Change, 
What Revolution, in the State of Glory: 

Dec. Glory and Empire ever will have Heirs. 
What P:mp-y once polleſs'd, is now enjoy'd 
By C<«/ar. 

Ceſ. Yet the Senate own'd his Cauſe 
Which gave it, to the World, the Stamp of Virtue ; 
There his Ambition got the Statt of Ceſar, 

Dec. Virtue, like Gold, will taze the Stamp from 

Pow'r. 


Yet Truth muſt own, in what has paſe'd this Day, r 
Ha 
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Had Cato's ſelf been Witneſs of your Conduct, 

He muſt with Praiſe, or Envy, have beheld it. 
Caf. Cato would term it but a ſpecious Bribe 

For Power : That Pompey's Blood was, in Regard 

To Rome, reveng'd, to court her Senate's Fayour : 

That Cleopatra's Beauty, not her Cauſe, 

Regain'd her Crown: Yet Cato has his Merits: 

And Men, one Day, may change their Thoughts of 

Ceſar. 

The Time may come, when his deſtructive Arms 

Shall well repay this Ravage of the World, 

And force them, by Obedience, to be happy. 
So when the ſwelling Nile contemns her Bounds, 
And with extended Waſte the Valleys drowns, 
At length her ebbing Streams reſign the Field, 
And to the pregnat Soil a ten-fold Harveſt yield. 


CASAR in AKG YP r. 


— ↄ 


Effoſſum tumulis cupide deſcendit in antrum ; 
Alic Pe lai pro'es veſana Philippi 
Felix prado jacet, terrarum vindice fato 
Raprus Lucan. lib, 10. 
AC T III. 
SCENE, Before ibe Tomb of Alexander. 
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CSS AR, 
eus, Diſmiſs the Train; yet guard 
* the Portal. 

Obſerve the ſtricteſt Order, in our 
Watch: 
Theſe Sons of Nile are faithleſs, ſer - 
vile, dangerous. 

The Fate of Pompey warns us to be wary. 
When Antony returns, here let him find me. 

[Exit Decius. 
Believe me, good Achoreus, thy Diſgrace 
Commends thee to the Breaſt of Ceſar: Here, 
Thy Virtue ſeems a greater Frodigy, 
Than all the Brood, or Monuments of Egypt. 
Thy juſt Humanity, thy Zeal for Pompey, 
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Became thy venerable Years, thy Function. 
When holy Guides negle& themſelves for Heav'n, 
Nor fear t'adyance their Precepts by Example, 
"Tis then the Gods are righteouſly rever'd. 
Ache. Caſar, thy Virtues, Knowledge, and thy 
Power, 
Incite me now to bolder Acts of Duty: 
And ſince I find not, in thy calmer Soul, 
That fierce, untractable, remorſeleſs Nature, 
Wherewith thy Enemies aſperſe thy Fame, 
Let not my zealous Grief offend thee, Ceſar, 
If I confeſs I ſigh for thy Ambition 
Ceſ. Where it oppoſes Virtue, charge me freely! 
Be bold! If I am juſti:y'd to one 
Good Man, the Millions I offend are Nailers. 
Virtue, like the Sun, ſhines not for Applauſe. 
Acho. Ambition was my Charge! which when it 
climbs 
Oer violated Laws, tramples on Virtue; 
Yet of the narrow Mountain when poſſeſs'd, 
The Footing how unſure! the Fall how dreadful ! 
Perhaps by Treaſ. n! Treaſon has Ambition! 
Or fay thou wert ſecure, how vain the Glory! 
To ftand in Clouds, on Eminence, alone ! 
And view thy happier ſocial Slaves beneath thee. 
E'en then mult thou deſcend! Ceſar, behold, 
Fix on this mouldring Monument thy Eyes; 
Amidſt the Wonders that our Nile can boaft, 
This beſt might ſuit Ambition's Meditation! 
Of all the ſpacious Earth his Sword ſubdu'd, 
Great Alexand-r, now, commands but this. 
Ce«/. Soft, Achorens ! lies Alexander here? 
Ach. Here reſt his Bones! his Bounds of Empire, 
now, 
Ce/. Here might indeed the Moraliſt declaim. 
£ci-, Here, when his ruthleſs Deſolation ceas'd, 
When his tumultuous Soul cou'd waſte no more, 


Himſelf receiy'd, and gave his Slaves, Repoſe. 


caſ. 
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Caſ. Thus, when the awful Gods wou'd ſcourge, 
or bleſs 
Mankind, they give unbounded Power to One. 
The Vice, or Virtues, of the Prince, create 
Their Woes, or Happineſs. 
Acho. Wow'dſt thou from hence | 
Infer, that Rome's Obedience to thy Sway 
Might make her, with the Loſs of Freedom, happy ? 
Een Benefits, Impos d, are gentler Chains. 
Or ſay the Yoke of C«/ar might fit eaiy ? 
Yet, who ſhall hold the Reins, when Ceſar is no more ? 
Perhaps a Tarquin, or a Ptolom:y ! 
A Prince of ſavage, or too ductile Nature. 
Why, then, O Ceſar / this diſcordant Rage? 
Why is Imperial Rome, that ſway'd the Earth, 
Her ſelf at Variance with Poſterity ? 
Why wage thy Fererans War, without a Foe ? 
Why are her Sires by Sens, Brothers by Brothers 
ſlain ? 
As mutual Murder were the publick Welfare. 
But, Cæſar, I am bold; pardon theſe Tears! 
Think that Benevolence deplores, not Envy chides thee. 
Cæſ. What thou haſt urg'd, Achortus, heaves my 
Heart! 
Ceſar forgets not Nature, tho* Victorious : 
I grieve to think the Innocent involv'd 
In Ruins which the Guilty have deſerv'd! 
Had Rome her ancient Virtue, with her Pow'r, 
Ceſar had trembled at her Civil Wars : 
But Luxury, Corruption, Vice and Fraud 
Have drain'd her down, e'en to the Lees of Reme. 
Her Honours, now, by publick Price are bought ; 
Her Magiſtrates, by Blows, not Votes, elected: 
Thus is the Carcaſe of her Freedom torn 
By Beaſts of Prey, each ſcrambling for his Share. 
Where Men are Wolves, what Wretch wou'd be the 
Lamb? 
Where Laws are violated, Arms are Virtue. 
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Acho. Is Caſar arm'd to guard her Laws? 
Caſ. Be patient. 
Pompey, in War, was Great; Caſar, Succeſsful : 
We fought, till Rome was glutted with our Spoils ; 
Till ſhe Jealous of the Swords that ſery'd her. 
While I was abſent, Pompey's Arts prevail'd, 
He t the Senate to a partial Vote, 
That Ceſar from his Charge be recall'd, 
And glorious Pompey in his Pow'rs confirm'd, 
And to give greater Luſtre to his Honours, 
They robb'd my Conqueſts of their due Demands ; 
Nor Triumph, nor a Province, was aſſign'd me. 
Acho. Rome to her Generals ever had been grateful, 
This look'd, indeed, as if ſhe fear'd her Pomtey. 
Ceſ. On this I paus'd : — And to aſſert my Right, 
By their own Tribunes ſent my Grievances, 
With gentle Terms of Peace, and due Submiſſion ; 
Their haughty Conſuls, in Contempt of Ceſar, 
And of thoſe Laws that make the Tribunes Sacred, 
Drove them with Violence from out the Senate : 
And, at the Hazard of their Lives, from Rome: 
Then call'd forth Pompey to oppoſe me. Him, 
Becauſe ſhe fear'd, Rome choſe her General; 
And Her, becauſe I knew not Fear, my Arms 
Defy'd. --- I paſsd the Rubicon, She trembled ! 
Fharſa'ia, ſince, has prov'd which Gen'ral's Sword 
Might better have advanc'd her Glory. Cato, 
"Tis known, no leſs oppos d the Power of Pompey ; 
Or if his Virtues ſince have join'd his Cauſe, 
"Twas that he thought, ſince one muſt be e. 
Maſter, 
Rome wou'd have gentler Chains from Pompey's NA 
ture, 
This Ceſar dares deny; and Time ſhall prove. 
If Ceſar, then, is queſtion'd why his Arms 
Oppoſe the Virtues he admits in Cato, 
Or why he makes them not his Practice? Ceſar 
Replies,--- He will, - but will firſt have Power: . 
When 


cn 
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When that, like Fate, is unconteſtable, 
Then Cate s Lectures ſhall give Laws to Ceſar. 

Acho. Caſar, the Gods, alone, can read the Heart: 
Thy Words, tis true, confirm me to revere 
Thy Virtues; Heay'n beſt knows their ſecret Motive. 
On this depend; the Merits of thy Cauſe 
Will prove, at laſt, the Meaſure of thy Fate. 

Caſ. When Fate ſhall call him, C«ſar is prepar'd. 


Enter Decius. 


Now, my Deciu: ! why wear thy Looks this Sadneſs ? 
Dec. When Roman Matrons wear the Chains of 
War, 
What R man Boſom but regrets the Triumph? 
Never did Pomfey's Fate, as now, affect me! 
Fardon then, Ceſar! it my Sighs inform thee, 
The fair diftceſs'd Cornelia is thy Captive, 
Caſ. Cornelia! ha! thy Sighs become thee, Decius. 
Dec. The fell Sctimius, who purſu'd her Flight, 
Demanding, at the Port, immediate Entrance, 
To lead his boaſted Captive on to Ceſar : 
I thought a Roman Matron's Bonds unit 
To grace the Vaunting of a Roman Traytor! 
And therefore ſtopp'd his Triumph with a Guard, 
Till C2ſar's further Pleaſure might be known. 
Caſ. Ceſar ſhall thank thee, Decius! and himſelf 
Will make his Pleaſure to Septimins known. 
But haſte! conduct us to this Fair Diſtreſs. 
When Romas Virtue is oppreſs'd by Fate, 
Tis meet the Victor 5n the Vanquiſh'd wait. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE, An Apartment near the Port. 
Cornelia bownd. Septimius ſpeaking to the Roman 
ds. 


Sept. Why loiters thus your buſy Officer? 
Is this fit Treatment for the Friends Hog 
art 
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Was't not this Arm, that gave him, at a Blow, 
The Head, that fam'd Pharſalia cou'd not reach? 
Muſt we, that bring him Captives to compleat 
His Conqueſt, wait, like Suitors, to preſent them? 
Miſtaken Decius may repent this Inſult! 
I'll take no Thanks, till C2ſar has reveng'd it. 
Corn, Miſtaken Murderer i talk'ſt thou of Vengeance, 
For any Treatment, that inſults thy Crime ? 
Ceſar, tho' ſteep'd in Blood, abhors th' Aſſaſſin ! 
His Arms, tho' Impious, ſtrike no Coward Blows! 
Shall Murder claim the Wreaths of Conqueſt ? 
If Cæſar's Cauſe provok'd thy Hate to Pompey ; 
Why, like a Soldier, ſought'ſt thou not in Battle, 
Where arm'd, where Sword to Sword thou mighoſt 
have charg'd him ? 
There had his Wounds, at leaſt, confeſt thee Brave, 
And Caſar, then, without a Bluſh had grac'd thee. 
But as thou art deteſtable to Man, 
Tis ſome Aſſwagement of Cornelia's Woe, 
That even the Foes of Pompey muſt avenge him. 
Sept. Enjoy thy empty Notions of Diſhonour ! 
Deciſive Blows, in ſpight of Railers, have 
Their Merit. Ceſar knows the Uſe of Valour : 
And, for great Actions, muſt have Hands irtrepid. 
Corn, Why did I waſte my Breath on Infamy ' 
But frantick Sorrow to the Winds will talk! [Apart 


Enter Cæſar, Decius, and Attendants. 
Sept. 12 mighty Ceſar / ere my Tongue pre- 


es 
Caſ. Caeſar diſdains to hear —— thy Deeds have 
ſpoke thee! 
Decius, diſarm! and ſee him cloſely guarded, 
Till injur'd Dignity pronounce his Doom 
Cornelis Bonds deform the Pride of War! 
Theſe are not Roman, but Zgyprian Fetters. 
The Virtuous never wear the Chains cf Cæſar. 
[Cæ ſar releaſes her. Septimius is bound and led of 


Corn. 
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Corn. O Coſar ! had'ſt thou conquer'd thus for 


Rome, 

How greatly might this Grace of Power become thee! 
But while thy Sword is drawn againſt her Laws; 
O'er every Koman, whom thy Arms diſtreſs, 
Such ſpecious Comfort is injurious Inſult ! 
Cornelia cannot thank thee, for her Woes ! 
It by ſome publick Crime I have deſerv'd them, 
Whence then this Pity? If I'm Innocent, 
Let Ceſar name the Power, that dares t' inflict them? 

Ce/. When civil Diſcords to the Sword appeal, 
From whatſoever Part the Wrong commences, 
Neither can boaſt of Innocence in War! 

Corn. Give up thy own, but ſpare the Fame of 

/ 


Pompey / 
What Senate own'd thy Cauſe ? 
Caſ. What Gods crown'd his? 
But oh! what Gods, or Senate, cou'd defend 
The Sword, that brings Cornelia to Affliction? 
Corn. Ceſar, thou hurt'ſt me more by this Com- 
paſſion, 
Than all thy Terrors, in the Rage of War! 
Yet boaſt not, Victor, of thy Sword's Succeſs! 
Cornelia's Fate has loſt the Cauſe of Rome! 
My cruel Deſtiny has fought for thee ! 
To that, a Victim fell my firſt Lord, Craſſus ! 
By that, was Pompey vanquiſh'd, not by Ceſar! 
Thou, but the Hand of Fate that follow'd me ! 
But that, th' inevitable Will of Fove 
Had long prefix d my Ruin, to thy Fortune, 
The Liberty of Rome had ſcap'd thy Chains, 
Nor had thy Impious Arms o'er Pompey triumph'd.' 
Caſ. Alas, we talk on too unequal Terms. 
The gentleſt Truth, that juftifies my Arms, 
Wou'd now appear a Triumph o'er Cornelia. 
Corn. Ceſar, no! ſo impartial is my Heart, 
Wert thou but Innocent, my Tears wou'd ceaſe : 
Had Pompey's Fate been Juſt, I might have born * 
ut 
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But while we ſee thy ſi erce Ambition proſperous, 

And Pompey's Cauſe attended with his Blood, 

Mankind might think, that Heav'n it ſelf were ſack'd, 

That Dzmons had uſurp'd immortal Power, 

Revers d their Laws, and made Rebellion Virtue. 
Caſ. ThusVirtue, when miſ-led, becomes Injurious! 

Thou talk'ſt of Czſar, as if Rome were blameleſs! 

As if her Senate had preſery'd her Free, 

Nor long ſince ſold her Power to private Hands! 

While clam'rous Guilt, and ſpecious Patriot Zeal, 

Wou'd caſt on Cæſar the Reproach of Tyranny. 

As if my Wrongs, and Inſults, after Service, 

Were not the Proofs of Pompey's Uſurpation : 

Of his &'er-bearing their dependant Votes, 

To cruſh the Fortunes of rejected Ceſar, 

Whoſe only Sword cou'd bar his Way to Empire. 
Corn. Thou doſt defame him, Caſar; he was true, 

Firm, and devoted to the Laws of Rome. 
Ce/. O Cornelia! O! *tis with Sighs I tell thee, 

Pompey's Ambition ſhone thro' all his Arts 

Even to Contempt of Ceſar, it inflam'd him. 

Had he receiv'd my Terms of Peace with Candor, 

Theſe Deſolations never had reproach'd us: 

Zach tad been Glorious in a private Life; 

Nor had Cornelia's widow'd Arms d plor'd him, 
Corn. Provoking, groſs Inſinuation! Peace! 

Thou know'fſt thy Terms were offer'd as a Feint, 

1” amuſe the Senate, and protra& thy Sentence. 
Ceſ. That Feint ſhou'd have been prov'd: had 1 

receded, | 

Then had his Arms —— But flatt'ring Fame deceiv'd 

: him 


; 
"Twas ev'n his common Boaſt, if he but ſtampt 
His Foot, what Legions, at the Sound, wou'd wait 
him ! 
Cern. Cou'd it be Boaſt, to think his Cauſe might 
call 'em? 


Cæſ. The Cauſe of Cyſar wanted not its 3 
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Corn. When Violence and Rapine found to Arms, 
Bankrupts and Prodigals are warm for War. 
Caf. Tis granted. Pompey s Army was Superior. 
Corn. Superior far in Virtue, not in Spoilers! 
His Troops were cumber'd with the Sons of Peace, 
Men train'd to civil Arts, to Laws, and Science! 
Whom Place and Plenty had diſus'd from Toil; 
Unskil'd in War, yet, for their Birth-rights, Romans! 
Souls that diſdain d their Bodies, when enſlav'd; 
And therefore left them, on Pharſalia's Plain, 
To taint the Air with Ceſar's ſhameful Glory. 
Ca. When Ceſar, like the Senate, ſhall miſuſe 
The Truſt the Gods aſfign, lt Gods forſake him. 
Corn. Ceſar, ſome ſay thou haſt a human Heart, 
O'er private Sorrows melting to Compaſſion. 
Cef. I feel Cornelia's Woe, tho ſhe contemns 
My Pity. 
Corn. I retract the Pride: My Heart 
Is humbled, Caſar, while the general Woe 
Thus bends me to thy Feet, with Tears for Rome! 
Have pity on her Wounds! her Sighs! her Groans ! 
O yet relent! and Conquer with Compaſſion! 
Compoſe the wailing World, and yield us Peace ! 
Thy tender Parent, Rome, is not Obdurate! 
I know her, by my own remiſſive Heart 
In bare Imagination of the Joy, 
It melts, forgets its private Grief, nor more 
With Pemtey's Ruin will upbraid thy Glory! 
O! yet reſtore her Freedom! yet relieve her 
Here end thy Conqueſts! Conquer Cz/ar, now 
And, like victorious Syl/a, crown'd with Vengeance, 
Reſign that Power, which Gods nor Men cou'd 
Shake. 
Ce/. While Earth contains a Roman, that preſumes 
With Means coercive to reduce my Power, 
All Thoughts of Peace are but inglorious Creams. 
Let Ful.us ceaſe to be, or now be Ceſar! 
me may deteſt, but cannot taint my Power! . 
What 
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What conquer'd Roman is not free to leave me? 
What Enemy, when Captive, is not pardon'd? 
What are the Marks of Cz2/:ir's Tyranny ? 

But, O Cornelia! ſpite of all my Boaſts, 

Thy pale Calamities upbraid Succeſs, 

And, like a chilling Froſt, deface my Laurel: ! 
Ceſar, at beſt, can but revenge thy Pomyey ! 
There ſhall thy Tears yet triumph o'er his Foes, 
And Ce/ar's ſocial Grief revere his Fame. 

But I detain thy Sorrows from Repoſe ; 

What Comforts Zg ypt can ſupply, command: 
Deciu', ſee thou her State be equal to 

The Roman Matron's Dignity : her Friends, 
Her Followers, all receiy'd, like Friends of Caſar. 

[ Cæſar retiring to the End of the Scene, meets Antony. 

They ſeem to talk apart, while Cornelia ſpeaks. 

Corn. Am I, ye Gods! ſo fallen! ſo greatly wretched ! 
That he, who bears unmoy'd the Groans of Rome, 
Can lend a Sigh to loſt Corne'ia's Woe ! 

Yet dares not She be thankful? Rigid Fate! 

While Ceſar is the Foe of Rome, what great, 

What noble Virtues, am I doom'd to hate ? 

| Exit, led by Decius, 

Caſ. But what, my Marcus, cou'd ſo long detain 

thee ? 

Ant. To Caeſar ever has my Heart been open: 
From thee, there's not a Frailty there conceal'd! 
Why was I choſen for this fatal Errand? 
O! I have drank my Ruin, at my Eyes! 
'Deform'd my Faith, betray'd my Truth to Caſar ! 
From thee, as from a Conqueror, I came, 
Aſſur'd of Triumph, but return a Captive! 
Her tow'ring Charms at once o'erbore my Soul! 
I ſpoke for Ceſar, while I ſigh'd for Antony! 

Ceſ. We, Marcus, will be ever Friends! a Friend 

[Taking his Hand, 

Outweighs th* Indulgence of a ſhort-liv'd Joy. 
Prove, that thy Sighs prevail'd upon her Heart, 
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And Caſar's cancePd Hope reſigns to Antony. 

Ant. This Bounty, Ceſar, binds me to the Truth, 
Hope had | none, but what my Weakneſs formed. 
Pleading for thee, I trembled at Succeſs ; 

While her adyanciag Smiles gave me Deſpair! 
When, with thy Conqueſts, I adorn'd thy Flame, 
A conſcious Pleaſure ſparkled at her Eyes, 
Unheedful of the Wretch, that burnt, before her. 
If Love were criminal, Deſpair has puniſh'd it. 

Cf. Deſpair and Love ne'er vex the Soldier long 
Or Abſence is a ſure Relief —— If not, 

When Ceſar ſhall diſpoſe of Provinces, 
Z£gypt may fall to Antony "till when 

Ant. May Ceſar's Fortunes lead him to his Wiſhes, 

.Ce/. Saw you my Orders, to confirm her Crown, 
Obey'd } 

Ant. During my Audience, Ptolomey 
In State approaching, plac'd it on her Brow : 

On which the Nobles offering to renew 

Their Homage; Vet a while, defer, She cry'd, 

« This doubtful Duty Ere | take my Crown, 

&« From Ceſar am I yet to kn W the Terms 

«« Of wearing it! my Bruther boaſted to 

“ Deſerve it whole: Ceſar perhaps has wrong'd him! 
Then darting her Diſdain around, ſhe paſs'd 

The Croud, and left them to their Dread, aſtoniſh'd. 
What haughty Conflict labours in her Breaſt, 

Her private Audience better will unfold. 

But ſee, ſhe comes! O Cæſar, guard thy Heart! [ Exit. 


Euter Cleopatra, who having made lowly Reverence to 
Cæſar, he rently approaches her. 


Caſ. Fair Wonder of the Nie! this Grace to Ce/ar, 
What Service can deſcrve, what Toils repay ? 

Cleo. Ceſar, I come to undeceive thy Bounty! 
A Crown reſtor'd, which Right, or Innocence, 
Might claim, reflects its Luitre on the Donor ; 
But let not Cleeparra's Soul, by Fraud, 


Or 
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Or vile Concealment of a Truth, receive it; 
Which might, if known, have undeſery'd the Favour. 

Caſ. In what can Truth be Cleopatra's Foe ? 

Cleo. By Pompey" sDeath, the Earth and Seas are C2ſar's, 
But Cleopatra, had her Power prevaild —— 

Oe. Had fav'd my Rival, to diſpute the Title, ---- 

Cleo, The Charge is Juſt. And had not Spies pre. 

vented 

Ceſ. Twas not in Spies, to intercept the Virtue! 
That ſtill retains its Merit, tho' abortive! 

Cleo. Then Ceſar is the Heroe Fame proclaims him ! 
Now I revere the Grandeur I oppos d! 

Crown, in Homage due to Caſar, triumphs, 

Eef. If Homage ſhou d to Dignity be paid, 
Ceſar might, rightly, kneel to Cleopatra. 

Her generous Concern, for Pompey's Fate, 
Without the Intereſt her Charms might boaſt, 
Alone had been aſſur'd of Czſar's Service. 

Cleo. Singe Ceſar gives me Choice, that Service, 
As to the nobler Motive, I aſcribe to Virtue. 

Ceſ. Yet Beauty, if ſhe pleaſe, may mend her 

Choice! 
Let us not rob the Needy, for the Great. 
Love begs a little! Virtue ſcorns Reward ; 
Confcious of Duty, ſhe content reſigns 
The Thanks, that Love with tranſport wou'd receive. 

Cleo. No, in the Lover, Ceſar wou'd be loſt! 
Love wou'd deplume the Heroe, to the Swain, 

And dreſs Ambition in a vulgar Merit. 

Ceſ. Ceſar might ſcorn, like other Men, to love! 
But Cleopatra s Charms exalt her Slave, 

And crown his Servitude, with Dignity. 

Cleo. This is the Language of our menial Courtiers, 
Who, when their Hearts are warm, deſpiſe our;Thren:s, 
And find an Empire on a Cynthia s Boſom: 

But Ceſar's lofticr Views contemn the Frailty. 

Caſ. A Soul ſo tow'ring, in a Form fo fair, 


As it might dart Deſpair to ſighing Kings, 


Gives 
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The Treaſure of the Earth illudes my Toil. 


CESAR in Egypt. 


49 

Gives the rough Roman emulous Deſire. | 

Clio. How wou'd ſuch Softneſs ſuit with Caſar's 

Laurels ? 

Ceſ. Nor Gods, nor Men refuſe the Flame of Love! 
What is Ambition, if not crown'd by Beauty:? 
Can proud Preheminence, or vain Degree, 
Lift up the Soul, to equal heights of Joy ? 


Can all our Pomp, our Glory, boundleſs Power! 


To Puniſh or Reward, Revenge or Pardon? 

To right the Injur'd, or reftrain th* Oppreſlor 2 
To call forth Merit, from Obſcurity, 

And give its Rags to gawdy Sloth or Fraud ? 
To chaſe rebellious Kings? To crown th' Obedient? 
To give, if poſſible, the World our Laws, 
And even compel the Stubborn to be happy? 
Can all theſe boaſted Attributes of Power, 

Pe, in the Pride of doing well, rewarded? 

In vain the Courſe by martial Speed is won, 

If ſmiling Venus ſtands not at the Goal! 

In vain, has Conqueſt led me round the Globe, 
If in the richer Circle of this Zone 


Cleo. O Ceſar, Caeſar! ceaſe theſe Flatteries! 
Nor give my Heart a Proſpect of Delight, 
Which only Latian Beauties can enjoy! 

Such Tranſports, there, to Merit might be due; 
But our Zgyptian Dames are born too near 
The glowing Sun, to boaſt of Roman Luftre ! 
What I might boaſt, too early Cares deface; 
And, like an eating Canker, in the Bud, 
Have broke the flender Promiſe of a Flower. 
But were I Miſtreſs of thoſe real Charms, 
Which Ceſar's laviſh Fancy has created, 
He'd find my Eyes, ambitious as his Arms ! 
My firſt of Love ſhou'd bleſs the firſt of Men! 
Gods! how the glorious Image fwells my Soul, 
T” have diſtant Monarchs crowding to my Court, 
And, at my Feet, their Suppliant Empires laid! 
C 
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IF, far behind the Throng, ſome dazling Brow, 
Circled with Lawrel, caſt an awful Look; 
Shone o'er their Heads, and darkned their Pretenſions! 
How wou'd my Tranſport, thro' the Preſs, make way, 
And dart, like Venus, to the Arms of Mas. 
While Crowns and Scepters, catching in my Robe, 
In vain ſhud clog the Flight of my Ambition. 
Ceſ. Inchanting Viſion! O! the Mars! thou Soul 
Of Juno, wrapt in Cytherea's Form. 
Cleo. Forgive theſe Sallies of a wand'ring Brain; 
The fancy'd Being is no more! tis loſt! 
For me, the Gods have no ſuch Heroe found ! 
Unleſs my vanquiſh'd Heart - might call him--- Ceſar; 
Cæſ. Be Ceſar, then--- the Mars, the Gods aflign thee ! 
O take me, Goddeſs, gently to thy Arms! 
There hide my Heart, and mould it to thy Wiſhes! 
By Heav'n! there's Magick in thy ſoſtning Eyes! 
So look'd Idalian Venus on the Swain, 
When, to her Charms, the golden Prize was giv'n. 
Cleo. Ceſar, thou grow'ſt too faſt upon my Heart! 
Spite of my Boaſt, 
My vaunting wild Ambition, I retreat, 
I ſhrink, and tremble at thy Power! defend me! 
Spare me! ſpeak! for I ccu'd hear thee talk for ever! 
Ceſ. Is this a time forWord: ! wken blazing Charms, 
Like glittering Swords, in War, provoke the Charge! 
Come forth, thou fair Defiance, to the Field 
Of Love, and prove he Proweſs of thy Beauty! 
Hence, to ſeme ſecret verdant Bower remove, 
By Art cr Nature form'd for bliſsful Love; 
There wantun Crfids round thy Couch ſhall fly, 
And kindling Flames, for ev'ry Charm fupp!y. 
There ſnall, compleat, the Wreaths of cer be, 
Ard crown his Congu.it of the World in thee! 
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— — En altera venit 

Victima nabilior: placemus cede ſecunds 
Heſpertas gentes : jugulus mibi Cæſgaris han ſtus 
Hoc præſtare pateſt, Pompeii cæde nocentes 

Ut populus Romanus amet Lucan. lib. 10. 


— 


A 1 . 
PTOLOMEY, AC HO REUS. 


PTOLOMETYT. 


not of Comfort, to a Wretch 
forlorn ! 
Right, my Hopes of Empire have 
| their Period! 
My haughty Siſter, in her Charms 
"RE 6.4.40 triumphant, 
Now moulds the Heart of Ceſar, to my Ruin! 
Her Vengeance, like a whirling Edd, draws 
Me headlong down, ingulph'd, to riſe no more! 
While Ceſar's conſcious Tyranny enjoys 
The Fruit of my Ingratitude to Pompey ; 
Yet ſwells his Fame, with Inults for the Service. 

Acho. Yet Sir, be calm; impartially reflect 

On C#ſar's Conduct: you upbraid him now, 
C 2 That 


— 
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That in Reſentment he regards his Glory : 
When was it known he made it not his Idol! 
To hope his Friendſhip from the Blood of Pompey, 
Was mixing Ceſar in the Herd of Men! 
But ſince the awful Gods diſtinguiſh him 
With a ſuperior Sway, to bow Mankind 
Beneath their unconteſtable Decrees ; 
Think it their Will, and make Obedience Virtue. 
Pzol. Can I then yield up, to his Rage, my Friends, 
For due Obedience to their Sovereign's Will ? 
Acho. Cou'd you abandon Pompey ! ſuch a Friend! 
And periſh, to protect his Murtherers ? 
Is Ceſar to be gain'd, by farther Errors? 
Pol. What Courſe, in theſe Extremities, can help 
me ? 
This Ceſar chafes me, like the hunted Lyon! 
The more | ſtruggle in the Toil, the more 
I'm bound, girded, ſelf-rangled, in his Power. 
Acho. Ev'n, at the worſt, Sir, fafer are you there, 
Than in thoſe Hands that led you to the Toil: 
Might I be heard —— 
Ptol. O! had I never heard 
But thee, theſe Miſeries had ne'er befallen; 
Then Ceſar's Honour had been here my Guard 
Nor had the Guilt of Pompey's Blood purſu'd me! 
O! venerable Sage! yet help thy Prince! 
Aſſiſt me! fave me, from this nodding Ruin 
And, with thy wholeſom Counſels, heal my Heart. 
Acho. Alas! my Prince, what's left, admits no 
Choice ; 
Thoſe Counſellors, that ſhook, muſt ſave your Crown 
They, cr their Maſter, muſt be Pompey's Victim! 
Without a Murmur then, to Ceſar yield them, 
The Argument they urg'd for Pomp:y's Fate, 
Now holds againſt themſelves, Neceſſity! 
If there be room for Mercy, may they find it 
Ce/ar, appris'd that I declar'd for Pompey, . 
Holds me in ſome degree of Truſt and Favour. 
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If then a Puniſhment, on this ſide Death, 
May ſatisfy their Crime, my ſelf will 
The Mitigation, for my Prince's Honour. 
Prol. The Virtues of Achorens ſhall redeem it. 
Acho. See Sir! Photinuss, and Achillas, come, 
With downward Eyes, foreſeeing what muſt fall ! 
Il it befits Achoreus to inſult 
The Grief, which Virtue warns me not to comfort. 
Permit me to retire Now, Sir, exert 


The King! be faithful to your ſelf, and reign! [ Exit. 
Enter Photinus and Achillas. 


Pzol, Why am I driv'n to theſe Indignities ? 
Why yield you not your ſelves to Ceſar's Mercy? 
Or, muſt I ſend you bound, like Criminals ? 
And come my ſelf, in Evidence againſt you? 
If in your Hearts there liy'd that Truth you boaſt, 
When you perceiv'd his Rage at Pompey's Fate, 
Why ftept you not undaunted forth, like Men, 
To claim your Share of Glory, in the Deed? 
But baſely left your Prince deſerted, loſt, 
To ftand, alone, the Shock of his Reproaches ? 
Achil, If Pralomey diſdains to be himſelf 
Our Judge, we ſcorn to kneel for Cæſars Merey, 
Phar. Nor came we, Sir, to juſtify our Errors; 
The Infirmity of Nature; we confeſs them ; 
Ceſar's Vain-glory has deceiv'd our Hopes 
Bur if, for Pompey's Fate, our Blood muſt anſwer, 
Our Sovereign's Will, not Ceſar, ſhall condemn us. 
Your Victims, Sir, ſhall be themſelves your Prieſts, 
And pierce theſe hone Hearts that fail'd to ſerve you, 


Achil. Septimius Hand has taught us how to die! 
Ptol. Septimius“ ha 


Achil. Yes Sir, the Inſolenee 


Of Caſar, like a Roman, he reſented! 


When, to compleat his late Pharſalian Conqueſt, 

He brought Cornelia Captive, to his Preſence, 

The Tyrant's Pride difdain'd to give him Audience; 1 
C 3 An 
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And, in the Bonds his Priſoner wore, confin'd him: 
The Sting of which Diſgrace ſo ſwell'd his Heart, 
'That the ſame Dagger he empley'd on Pompey, 
In his own Breaſt he plung'd, in ſcorn of Ceſar. 
 Þhot, The noble, Roman, Soul! 
Ptol. Septimius dead : 
Achil. v4 him, on the Pavement, ſtiff and breath- 
leſs. 
Phot. Now what's this mighty Tyrant's outfide 
Greatneſs ? 
That ftorms at your Ingratitude to Pompey ; 
And while he reaps the Profit of your Crime, 
Yet ſtiles his Treatment of Septimius, Virtue ! 
That daring Hand, that gave his Pride the World, 
Bur all is of a-piece! Not Crowns eſcape him! 
The Sov'reign i.ord of Ægypt is his Slave, 
And, in his fight, muſt crouch, and lowly bend 
To watch th' imperious Bidding of his Eye! 
Miſt give up all, kis Friends, bis Empire, Honour, 
The yet untainted Honours of his Race, 
A royal Siſter's violated Fame, 
To glut the Riots of his pamper'd Power. 
Ttol. Said'ſt thou my Siſter! _—— born for my Un 
doing 
Phot. This Night, devoted to vc luptuous Love, 
Theſe Paramours, like Deities, have revell'd, 
In all the Luxuries of ſenſual Joy ! 
The Scene ſelected, for their amorous Rites, 
Is now that Bower, ſhe terms the Paphian Court, 
Herſelf the Venus there! the ambient Lake, 
Which from a thouſand gurgling Fountains flows, 
A ſtately Train of ſilver Swans ſurround, 
Like naval Scouts to guard their Citadel ! 
A ſignal Streamer, from the Window wav'd, 
Raiſes or falls the golden Drawbridge down, 
To paſs or to exclude attendant Slaves, 
As Solitude incites, or cloys Deſire: 
A-down the diſtant Vale, in Order rang'd, — 
Silke 
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Silken Pavilions form the Camp of Cupid ! 

Where new Delights for every Senſe are ſtor'd. 

Their Banquets beggar Zgypt to ſupply ; 

As if they meant to waſte that World he'd con- 
quer'd, 

Now Bands of mimick Maskers, light-heel d Gauls, 

Melodious Virgins, or the warbling Eunuch, 

Beguile the languid Intervals of Love ! 

To ſoft enervate Sounds, their Souls diſſol v2, 

As Fame and Virtue were the Scorn of Greatne(;. 

Ptol. Diſcordant Thunder drown their Harmony, 
And forked Lightnings rivet their Embraces ! 

Phot. Methinks I ſee her, in her am'rous Dalliance, 
Wanton, and toying with the Fate of Zoypr. 

Ptol. Villain! how dar'ſt thou rack me with theſe 

Horrors ? 
Unable to avoid, or to revenge them. 

Phot. Tis therefore to your View, Sir, I preſent 

them 
To give your Vengeance Choice, on whom to fall! 
Whether on us, whoſe Arms wou'd ſet you free, 
Or on this waſteful Tyrant, that enſlaves you ? 

Ptol. What vaunting Project brooding in thy Brain, 
To ſave thy ſelf, wou'd plunge thy Prince in Ruin! 

Fhot. If, Sir, our Lives can your loſt Crown re- 

trieve, 
Take them! and bury, with our Bones, the Secret. 

Achil, But if our Prince dares urge us to the Proof, 
Theſe Hands, that have endanger'd, ſhall preſerve him. 

Ptal. So confident! unfold this Myftery. 

Phot. The Moment, that I read, in Ceſar's Rage, 
For Pon y's Death, the lowring Fate f Zz2yot; 
Conſcious, that open Force were vaia t oppoſe him 
I gave Achil/as Orders to detain, 

Conceald within our Walls ſome choſen Troops, 
That might, in our Diſtreſs, revenge our Chains: 
Ceſar returns, this Evening, to the Palace: : 
But knows not, that a ſubterraneous Vault, 

C 4 Beneath 
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Beneath this Town, whoſe Entrance we command, 
May bring your Vengeance to his Deors, and at 
A Blu ---give Zzypt, and the World Repoſe. 
Pt:l, Now by the injur'd Majeſty of Kings! 
T ke Viſion wakes my Soul! bright Vengeance dawns! 
O] for a Moment of reſiſtleſs Ruin, 
To crufh the Head of this enormous Tyrant ! 
Gods! 'twere too much ! the Thought o'erbears my 
Soul ! 
Ev'n Femey's Head, by Caeſar's, were atton'd, 
And Reme wou'd owe her Liberty to Zgypt / 
Achil. Nay more, the conquer d World, to Ptol:mey ! 
+ hot, Howe'er her Senate fayour'd Pomtey's Arms, 
Yet his Succeſs had been, as Ceſar's dreadful! 
Pompey preſerv'd had been her equal Maſter : 
But both deſtroy'd, ſecures her Friendſhip, 
Confirms her Freedom, and your Fame immortal. 
Ptol. But oh! my Friends, in vain is all this Ardour, 
Vnleſs our Hopes were ſure of Execution! 
The ſecret Paſſage I approve, but while 
Surrounded by his Guards, how may our Force, 
Without Alarm, or Chance of his Eſcape, 
Approach him? failing of our Blow, we periſh. 
Achil. That, Sir, by Hands who have Acceſs, ſhall 
reach him, 
Some daring Spirits, in Cornelia's Train, 
Impatient to preſerve the Roman Laws, 
Already have embrac'd our Enterprize. 
Phot. When next the Tyrant deigns ta give them 
Audience, 
(Which oft, with Smiles imperious, he allows, ] 
Then ſure and ſudden ſhall the Blow be giv'n! 
When on a Signal, from the dreadful Vault, 
Burſting like Thunder, ſhall our Troops ruſh forth, 
And een defy his guardian Gods to ſave him. 
Prol. O thou haſt fird my Soul, with yengeful 
Triumph! | 


Is ! Ofiris ! Pharian Gods ador'd, 
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Incline this Day to our Vows! 
How glorious will your ſacred Altars blaze, 
When ſuch a Victim to your Vengeance bleeds! 
What Terrors muſt this Waſter of the World 
Diſmay, when from the teeming Earth, Revenge, - 
And meagre Death, impetuous aſſail him? 
So when the prouling Wolf, on iua's Vale 
Thirſting for Blood, o'erleaps the Rural Pale, 
High o'er his Head the dreadful Mountain . 
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In Streams erect the ſpouted Sulphur ſoars, 

And boiling to the Plain a blazing Torrent pours, - 

In vain the Savage from the Ruin turns, 

But ere he dreads his Fate, amidſt the Deluge burns. 
(Extant. 


SCENE opening to the Bower, &c. 


Cæſar and Cleopatra appear fitting at a Banquet, at- 
tended all by Namen. Cæſar attentively reading Latters. 


Cleo. Caſar, theſe laſt Expreſſes have diſturb'd you, 
Shall we walk forth? or ride ? or fail the Nile? 
Fer haps this Cell's too gloomy ; ſhall we change it ? 
C. The Flace might charm a Deity : but while 
Thoſe ſmiling Eyes, with ſuch a ſoft Concern, 
Pour forth their quick*ning Glances to my Heart, 
Immortal Pow'rs might change their Heav'a with 
Car. 
Ce. Caſar, howe'er this Flattery charms my Ear, 
My Senſe is not fo lul' d, but that I faw 
You read thoſe Letters, with a penſive Eye! 
Why were they ſuffer'd to invade you here? 
Was this a place, for Bus'neſs to intrude : 
C. Twas your Command, my Queen, I ſhou'd 
peruſe them 
Cleo. "Twas that my Heart, then, cou d . you 
nothing. 
Vil know this Secret, C aur, that affeds you. 
C& 5: Ca 
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Caf. Away, you jealous one! there! tire your Pa- 

tience. Gives her the Letters. 

Cleo. My Jealuſy is cur'd! nor wanted I 
To ſearch the Secrets, but the Heart of Caſar. 

Since you permit me, I no more am curious, 
[Groes back the Letters. 

Caſ. If I ſeem'd penſive, twas the Lover's Fear; 
The Fear of being torn from Cle patra. 

C leo. Nay, then I am concern d, to know the Cauſe, 

Caſ. The reſtleſs World, I find, envious of Caſar, 
Reſolves to ſpin Reſiſtance to the laſt. 

Theſe Letters, from Achaia, bring me Word, 
That Scipio, Appius, Jula, lately join'd, 
Have call'd on Cato, to command their Forces; 
ho from Corcyra, ſince, has put to Sea, 
To head the Conteſt, and revenge Pharſalia. 
Cleo. Alas, vain Men! have they not try'd their 
Ceſar? 
Since they prefer their Ruin, to Submiſſion, 
'Tis but to March! to Meet them! and to Conquer ! 
Ce/. How ſoon, that March, from gyt might re- 
call me, 
Was what oercaſt my Thoughts, for Cl 
Cleo. As Caeſar's Fame, in Arms, firſt warm'd her 
Heart, 
So what ſupports his Glory, feeds her Flame! 
but vacant Moments ſhou'd indulge Deſire ! 

Caſ. O ceaſe, thou ſoft'ning Syren, thus to chant ! 
Leſt, while | gaze, and liſten to thy Voice, 

I bury, in thoſe Arms, the Ceſar that ſubdu'd thee! 

Clec. What is this ſecret Charm, in martial Men, 
That more than others, finds our Sex ſo eaſie? 

Ciſ. The Brave, and Fair, methinks, become the 

Paſſion, 

Cho. And yet they tell me, Ceſar, once you lov'd 
An Etihip Queen! was it her Crown that charm'd you? 
Eow cou'd you bear a Demn in your Arms? 

C. She ſerv'd ſometimes to kill the Soldier's on. 
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And guarded Nature, from the Chains of Beauty. 
Soldiers but ill obey their ſighing Leader! 
Clio. Yet Antony has led victorious Legions, 
Tho' he now ſends ſucceſsleſs Sighs to Love. 
- Cef. For whom? ſucceſsleſs Sighs ! impoſſible! 
Cleo. Indeed, I fear me, Ceſar, he's thy Rival, 
For while I gave him Audience, his Confuſion---- 
Caſ. Was what became the Softneſs of his Errand. 
Cleo. If he were guilty, you cou'd pardon 
Ce/. Pardon! 
Were it his Crime that Clepaty.'s fair? 
Shou'd I condemn him, that he thought lik: me? 
Were not his Paſſion juſtify d by Ceſar's? 
Cleo. Ceſar, I love you not, you're all Ambition 
How can you love, ſo free from Jealouſy ? 
Cæſ. Why ſhou'd I either doubt my Friend, or 
wrong 5 
My Cleopatra? where I love; I truſt? - 
A gen'rous Flame's the Vigour of the Sol! 
But ſhamefac'd Jealouſy is mean Deſtre ! 
Where once Suſpicion enters, Cſar's Love 
Muſt leave the Banquet to the next invited! 
But why theſe needleſs Wiles, to alarm 
A Heart too willing of itſelf to yield? 
Cleo. Forgive me, Julias ! if a Heart, like mine, 
Thinks Art a Duty, to inſure its Wiſhes! 
Can I be too ſecure----I don't complain 
No! when l've Cauſe, my Suff'rings ſhall be ſilent. 
Cz/. Thou Soul of Love 
Cleo, Let us have Mulic':, Ceſar. 
A pleaſing Sadneſs hangs upon my Heart, 
M hich 1, methinks, woud ſooth with Harmony, 
( Indulge the Softnefs, and inflame thy Cæſar ? 
O Kome, thy Enyy of my Fortune, now, 
Were juſt! reproach me! hate me! ſtyle me Tyrant! 
Let Cato rail, but thus let Caſur trinmpli! 
Embrace ht 
£4 Trampet is hear as & dance. 
C140, 
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Cleo. Whence that unbidden Sound ? Look forth, 


my Charmion. [Exit Charmion. 
w Trumpet! here ! can call on none but 
Cæſar. 


Cleo. A thouſand various Apprehenſions ſhake me: 
Some Raſhneſs of the King, Vaſſert his Power! 
C2/. Fear not, my Queen, while Ceſar is thy Guard, 
Re-enter 
Cl o. Now! th* Occaſion. 
Clarm. Madam, tis Antony. 
With earneſt Voice he hollows o'er the Lake, 
For Speech with Caſar. 
Cleo. Antony ! 
Ce/. Your Leave, 
My Queen, for his Admittance. 
Cleo. Ar Ceſar's Pleaſure. 
But let not me be preſent to his Audience. 
Ce/. Think you, I fear, to truſt your Interview? 
Cleo. Cou'd it oblige my Ceſar, I might tay. 
But in my Senſe, twere kinder to retire. 
| [Cæſar leads her forth, and returns. 
Cæſ. I like not this Alarm- -Some new Diſorder ! 
I've been remiſs--- but 'tis the Life of Ceſar, 
To ſtruggle with Annoyance. 


Enter Antony. 


Now, the News! 
I read it, Marcus, in thy Looks, unwelcome ! 
No matter, ſpeak it whole, nor ſpare thy Terrors. 
Ant. Ceſar, be now thy ſelf l the Terror's new! 
The Captains of thy Legions mutiny. 
Ceſ. They muſt be quell'd ! Proceed! their Grie- 
vances. 
Give me the Terms of Infolence, that ſpoke them ? 
Ant. Tho of themſelves, too prompt to mur- 
mur, at | 
eir Toils, while Ceſar revels out the War! 
ſear the gen'rous Freedom you've allow d 
* | Core 
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Cornelia s Followers, has inflam'd the Tumult! 
In friendly Bowls they mingle, with our Chiefs; 
Where Sons with Sizes, Brothers with Rrothers 

meeting, | 

Ruſh into former Fondneſs! Foes no more! 
Remorſe, and Shame of mutual Guilt, ſubdues em. 
Now loud they curſe the Raſhneſs of their Cauſe, 
Renounce their Hatred, and embrace in Love. 
Swear, they, no more, will aggravate their Crime; 
Nor glut, with Roman Blood, one Man's Ambition. 
Peace they reſelve ! and as they're Ran born, 
Are free, and have as ample Right to end, 
As Ceſar to commence the War. 


Ce/. My Patience! 
d them! ſo high, 


Has Conqueſt then ſo pamper” 
In jauncing Pride, that they diſdain their Rider ? 
Ant. Nor, came they hither (thus they talk) to quell 
LEcyprian Jars; ner, for a Wanton's Lip, 
To proſtitute the Terror of their Arms. 
Cef. Where, Marcus, may I face this bellowing 
Herd? 
That, like the Lion, Ceſar may diſperſe them. 

Ant. I left them ſwarming in the Palace Court, 
Where Decius, to prevent the ſpreading Tlaine, 
Holds them in Parley, while I made ſpeed to Cæſar. 

Ceſ. Tis well; they ſhall be Judges of their Ge 

neral ! 
It muſt be ſo! No time for cool Reſolyes! 
The Cure muſt, like the Malady, be deſperate! 
But, Cleopatra---No ! --- Staying, to part, 
Might let the Torrent ſwell, to part us ever! 
Befriend me, Marcus, in this Exigence ; 
Wait thou the Queen, inform her what has chanc'd, 
Tell her, what dire Convulſions tore me kheace, 
But that LI left my Friend, my dearer half, 
Jo ſwage her Fears, and mitigate my Parting. [ Exit. 

Ant. What pleaſing Terrors fill, at once, my Soul! 

WhatSolitude! what Scenes of ſoft Retirement! 
we Bea The 
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The Place infuſes languiſhing Deſire! 
The Fair alone, and penfive! 
Commiſhon'd, as a Friend, to ſooth her Fears, 
To pour out all my full Benevolence 
Of Heart, to calm her Sighs for Caſar's Abſence! 
Tumultuous Joy ! --- But oh! the torturing Task! 
How, in the Friend, ſhall I conceal the Lover ? 
How, for my Rival, can I plead fincere? 
When my own SufPrings want her ſofter Pity ? 
Why haſt thou bound me, Ceſar, by thy Truſt, 
To loſe this Criſis of complaining Love? 
Thy happier Stars, thy Pow'r, thy Conqueſts, Fame, 
Have ſtrew'd thy Way with Roſes, to her Arms! 
But what, alas! can lift my Hopes ſo high? 
My Laurels ſprout but from the Root of Ceſar ; 
Obſcure, and ſhaded, by his loftier Boughs : 
Deſpairing Antony, at beſt, but brings 
A bleeding Heart, more paſſionately fond, 
Yet that, forbid, by Honour, to complain. 
Enter Cleopatra. 
Cleo. So ſoon Diſpatcht, my Ceſar! Antony! 
[Surpriz'd. 
Ant. Receives this Honour, by the Leave of Ceſar. 
Cleo. My trembling Heart! What wou' d thy Fears 
ſuggeſt ? 
The Leave of Ceſar! did you ask it? 
Ant. No! 
Cleo. Did he impoſe it? ſay! or did he think 
The Bounty greater, to prevent Entreaty 2? 
Why has his Abſence thus inſulted me! 
That from another's Mouth, I muſt receive, 
What Cz2ſar's Will decrees of Cleopatra“ 
Ant. Cou'd you be calm, you'd find his anxious 
Love----- 
Cleo. Talk not of Love! his Heart is all Ambition 
Beauty has only Charms, for uſeleſs Hours! 
But che lov'd Idol of his Soul is Power! 
To chat, as to his Deity ador' d, 


He 
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He kneels, and thinks no Vows but thoſe are ſacred! 
Ant. Had you been Witneſs of his Pain to part, 


How his conflifting Soul for Cleopatra 

Cleo. Why ftaid he not himſelf, to ſatisfy 
My Heart? can mine be eas'd by Deputation? 
Aſſign'd, like irkſome Bus'neſs, to a Proxy ? 
Ev'n Bus'neſs is preferr'd to Cleopatra! 
Has Wedlock bound me tame to his Obedi 
Thankful to wait his Leiſure of Deſire? 
Have I not ſcorn'd all Pomp of bridal Honours > 
Deaf to the diſtant Sighs of Aſia s Kings, 
To make my Heart a Preſent worthy C2/ar ? 
Yet came I free, and ſpotleſs to his Arms, 
Unclogg'd with languid Laws of Happineſs, 
And can I bear this cold prudential Flame, 
That when his Int'reſt calls, obſequious flies, 
Calm to my Love, regardleſs of my Peace ? 

Ant. Am I forbid to vindicate his Loye ? 

Cleo. O, had he eyerlov'd, he wou'd have thought 
The worſt of Tortures Bliſs, to filent Parting, 

Ant. Has Antony offended Cleopatra? 
Is Ceſar's Love, from ought ve ſaid, ſuſpected: 
Name but wherein, and execute his Vengeance! 
Here with this Dagger wreak it on my Heart! 
For I dare die, to prove the Faith of Ceſar. 

Cleo. Forgive theſe Sallies of a Heart alarm'd ; 
Too fond and faithful, for its own Repoſe! 
] have off-nded you! Paſſion uncurb'd 
In Preſence of the Innocent, is Inſult : 
If I am not unworthy of your Pardon, 
Be kind, and diſſipate my Doubts of Ceſar. 

Ant. Ye Gods! how great ! how ſoft her Diſpo- 


ſition ! [ Apart, 
Cleo. What dire Miſchance cou'd force him thus 
au av? 


Ant, His Lite! bis Glory! Love! were all at ſtake! 
From Cauſes, now, too tedious to relate, 
His menacing Centurions mutiay ! 
Fluſh'd 
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Fluſh'd with Succeſs, and vain of Services, 
They call their General to account his Conqueſts! 
Had he not timely flown, to quench the Flame, 
The Ruin might, ere this, have reach'd him here. 
He knew, that parting Love counts Hours but Mo- 
Ments-----— 
And therefore ſeiz'd that Moment to preſerve you. 
a he may ſuppreſs this Tu- 
7 
Ant. * your Fears! leave Ceſar to his For- 
rune 
His Genius never, at his Need, forſakes him : 
This Cloud will paſs ; let but his View confront them, 
His piercing Eye, like the Gorgonian Shield, 
Shall turn this big-mouth'd Monſter into Stone! 
Then when like Perſaus he returns, in Triumph, 
Preſerv'd Andromeda ſhall claſp the Heroe. 

Cleo. You Romans want not Wiles of Adulation ! 
You ſooth and play, like Wiſhes with our Hearts! 
When I'm in fault to Ceſar, plead for me. 

The Tongue of Antony were ſure to gain him! 

Had our Zgyptian Court, in all its Pride, 

The — that of his Heart might boaſt her 
Conqueſt, 

My Pow'r might then re ward his Faith to Ceſar. 

Ant. Agypt has found the Face---but Antony 
Has on himſelf impos'd Deſpair ! the Space 
Betwixt his Heart and Hope---is Earth from Heayv'n ! 
Nor can my Sighs reproach her Cruelty, 

Who knowing not her Pow'r, is innocent. 
While in my Breaſt the AnguiſhT retain, 


Enduring Virtue triumphs in the Pain, 

The Sighs of Honour are not Sighs in vain. 
But ſheu'd my Falſhood once reveal my Care, 
To ack her Pity might deſerve Deſpair. 

hen by her Eyes enflam'd, upon my Tongue, 
Zur ning to ſpeak, my ſecret Pangs have hung, 


My 
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My Conſcious Honour then regain'd the Day, 
And bore me guiltlefs, from her Charms, away [ Exit. 
Cleo. O Antony had Ceſar not been Ceſar, 
A Heart like thine had taught me gentler Paſſion, 
But Thirſt of Empire ſeizing on my Soul, 
Has drove me down the Stream of fierce Ambition, 
Why did I dally with his gen'rous Flame ? 
| Searching the Wound, I never meant to cure? 
: But Beauty wild with Pow'er, delights to reign 
O'er Hearts victorious, and enjoys their Pain; 
And yet how greater far the glorious Lore, c 
To keep one Heart of Merit in our Pow'r, 
Than making thouſands from the Crowd, adore ? 
Be my ſole Triumph, but of Ceſar ſure, 
My envy'd Fame ſhall with his conquer'd World 
endure. 


ly ACT 
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Duem non ille Ducem potuit terrere tumultus ? 
Fata ſed in præceps ſalitus dimittere Ceſar, 
Fortunamque ſuam per ſumma pericula gaudens, 
E xercere, venit : nec, dum deſeviat ira, 
E xpeftat : medics properat tentare furores. 

. Lucan. lib. 5. 


* 


. 
SCENE, De Palace-Court. 


DECIUS, with ſeveral CENTURIONS and 
Inferior Officers of CASAR's in Mutiny. 


1 CENTURION. 


ECIUS, away! in vain wou'd Words 
appeaſe us! 
Our Civil War, or Ceſar, is no more. 
Dee. Is Ceſar, in one Day, your Enemy? 
2 Cen. Tis time, that Romans ſhou'd 
with Rome be Friends. 
1 Cen. Have we not ſpent onr Lives, in Ceſar's 
Service ? 
Dec. ans wou'd you baſely cloſe 'em with his 
uin ? 
1 Cen. We ſee no End of his inſatiate Arms. * 
ave 


r 
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Have we not ſcatter'd ev'ry Region round us 
With Roman Bones, now whitening to the Sun > 
And what have the Survivors gain'd, but War ? 
More Blood and War is all the Hope that's left us. 
We are determin'd! on, to Ceſar! forward ! 
Dec. Yet ſtay your Madneſs! think of milder Mea- 
ſures! 
Temper may bring him willing to your Wiſhes. 
I 1— theſe hoary Heads, that bend be- 
nea 
Their Helmets, and are blanch d in Ceſar's Wars! 
Theſe wither'd Hands, that feebly graſp their Jay'lins! 
Harmleſs as rural Crooks, meer Staffs for Age! 
Is War ſupportable to Life, like this ! 
Is it not time to let Diſeaſes end us? 
Have not our Toils, at leaft, deſervd an Urn? 
Or that our wailing Friends might cloſe our Eyes ? 
Still ſhall we leave our mangled Carcaſes 
Unbury'd, to manure the Earth, for Ceſar ? 
Or knows he not the Strength, that yetis left us, 
Might, by one Stroke, ſecure the Peace of Rome? 
And, with his Head, repay the plunder'd World ? 
Dec. So obſtinate l be on your ſelves your Fate! 
He comes, the dauntleſs, and the dreadful Caſar ! 
Enter Cæſar with a Favelin. 
Caſ. Who are theſe lordly Sires of Civil Power, 
That ſummon Ceſar to their bold Tribunal ? 
That, tir'd with Toil, would talk Mankind to Reſt, 
Reftrain the Valiant, and command their Leader:? 
1 Cen. Here, Caſar, ſtands the Power that made 
thee Great 
Determine, now, to give Mankind Repoſe. 
Caſ. Repoſe be thine! Command and Toil be 
Caſar's. [ Kiils him. 
Who next adyances to receive Diſmiſſion ? 
Ye noiſy! turbulent! vain-glorious Rout! 
Are you the Arbiters of Caſar's Cau'e ? 
Like . = 
u 
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Cou'd you preſume, that your poor Aid wi 

Wou'd leave his Standards naked in the Field? 

If Pompey's routed Cauſe, o'er burning Sands, 

Can draw ſuch Numbers, to reſume the War, 

Can Caſar's Eagles droop, in full Succeſs ? 

Can the Victorious fail of worthicr Hands, 

To bear our Trophies, and divided S poil, 

To Rome? While you, inglorious in Repoſe, 

Are deafned with the Clangors of our Triumphs ? 
Hence, from my Sight, ye murm'ring heartleſs Herd ! 
Ye undeſervers of Pharſalian Honour ! 

Such daſtard Spirits are unfit to follow 

Where Caſar, and his Fortune, leads the Brave. 
Hence, to your abje& Homes ! there pine in Corners: 
There waſte your winking Lamps of Life away, 
And leave your General to be fingly glorious ! 

Dec. O mighty Ceſar ! ſee thy Bands 

Confus'd, and ſupplians at thy Feet for Pardon ! 
O calm thy dreadful Brow ! thy Decius kneels ! 

[ They all throw themſelves at Cæſar : Feet. 
Convine'd of what their Truth, by me, pronounces! 
Thy warlike Spirit has reviv'd their Flame 
While they behold their Gen'ral's Breaſt thus fir d. 
Thus blazing onward, in the Courſe of Glory, 
Their glowing Hearts imbibe the Manial Ardor, 
Forgetful of their Toils, or Wounds unheal'd, 
Pharſalian Vigour ſwells their Streams of Life, 
And, pants for Conqueſts, to retrieve their Ceſar. 

Caſ. Decius, to thee, Caeſar conſigns their Fate t 
Diſperſe them to their Poſts: There, Man by Man,. 
Examine to the Source of this Diſorder : 

It Treaſon ſprung it, or meer Martial Licence, 
Thoſe who are ſound in Heart, retain and pardon ;. 
The Factious and the Stubborn bear to Juftice. --- 
Yet ftay --- If I miſtake not in the Crowd, 

I ſee a Face, that has a Claim to Pardon! labled 
That's he!---- Soldier, come forth ---- thou ſeem ſt diſ- 


2 Cen. Caeſar, | am: the Sinews of this Arm 
Ae uſeleb. 


— 
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Ca. Thou wert weunded at Pharſalia ? 
2 Cen. Has Ceſar then forgot? when o'er the Head 
Of Brutus there, this Arm was rais'din Air, 


Thy haſty Sword, to fave him from the Blow, 


Unſtrung theſe Nerves, before his Fate cou'd reach him. 

Caſ. I remember what mov'd thee to this Tumult? 

2 Cen. Reſentment- of thy broken Promiſes. 

Caf. If in my Courſe of Cares, thy Merit ſcap'd me, 
ſougkt'ſt thou not Occaſion to remind me? 

2 Cen, Becauſe I found it eaſier to deſerve, 

Than ask Reward! which due from Caſar too, 
I thought ſecure; but felt my Arm forgotten, 
And therefore rais d this other to revenge it. 

Caſ. Thy Charge is Juſt, and turns thy Crime on 
| Ceſar ; 

Thy Bluntneſs ſpeaks it but miſtaken Virtue. 
Give me thy Pardon, Soldier, for thy Wrong. 

2 Cen. Ceſar, I lov'd thee ever, but was griev'd, 
To think the Wound, my Gewral's Mercy gave, 
Had only mark'd me to reproach his Honour. 

Caſ. Decius, this Inſtant let a Donative 
Of ten great Attice Talents be his Meed! 

And to ſupply the Wreath he might have torn 
From Brutus Head, to the firſt vacant Cohort 
Be his Command preferr'd. 

2 Cen. What Roman Heart 
Beats not at Ceſar's Virtue ? 

Ceſ. If on Search, 

Thou find' ſt, among theſe Numbers, Men whoſe Age 
Has led them to the Verge of drooping Life, 
Let Sums proportion'd to their Service be 
Disburs'd, and Convoys order'd, to their Country. 
omnes. None, Ceſar, none! our Swords, our Lives 
are Ceſar's. 

Ceſ. Then Ceſar is again your Fellow-Soldier, 

[ 1hey $.94t. 
For further Thanks, my Fererans, atten dine. 
Lead to the Palace. 


Enter 
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Exter Cornelia. 
Corn. Caſar, guard thy Life! 
Caſ. Let Danger face me, and the Guard is preſent. 
Corn. - Wide and Treaſon, in theſe Walls, deter- 
min'd, 
Lie lurking for thy Blood —— the Moment that 
Thou enter'ſt here, a thouſand furious Daggers 
Will claſh their Points within thy Boſom! This 
Contains the Plan, the Means, th' Accomplices ! 
[Gives a Schedulet 
Ceſ. Gods! am I rivall'd by Corne'ia's Virtue! 
O Roman Spirit! | t my Envy thank thee! 
Corn. Thanks I refuſe; thy Envy were my Glory! 
This juſt Diſcovery to my ſelf was due. 
Without Conditions, therefore have I made it. 
Yet I muſt own, one Life een Honour ſtands 
Engag'd to ask; be that in Caſar's Breaſt. 
Ceſ. Corne ia s Honour, here, gives Laws to Ce/ar. 
Corn. Fulvius, a faithful Servant in my Train, 
(Whoſe Zeal impatient in the Cauſe of Rome, 
Had raſhly join'd him in this Enterprize,) 
Reflecting how the Deed abortive might 
Involve Great Pomp:y's Relict in the Ruin, 
In duteous Confidence reveal'd the Secret ; 
"Twas thus Corne ia's, and from her, tis Cæſar's? 
Ce/. O Pomfey! Envy not Pha ſalia's Field! 
Tho' Cæſar conquer'd, thy Corus ia triumphs. 
Corn. Vet think not, C«ſar, that I've ſpar'd thy 
Life, 
To form a Friendſhip, where my Hate is due; 
No, I preſery'd thee but to uſe thy Power, 
In what I know thy Glory is concern'd, 
To wreak thy Vengeance on my Pompey's Murderers ! 
That paft; again, I give thee to the Sword, 
A nobler Victim to the Laws of Reme. 
Ce/. Each Moment of that Life, thou haſt giv'n to 
Ce/?, 
Is loſt, While Pcmp:y's Vengeance is delay'd ! 


* 
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I gave thee Orders, Decius, to demand 
Th' Aſſaſſins, and Adviſers of his Fate. 
Are they ſurrender'd ? 
Dec. Ceſar, no!---- -the King 
Illudes thy Power: Ere his unwilling Search 
Purſu'd them, we have Cauſe to think, he ſent 
His private Notice to adviſe their Flight. 
Ev'n in th* Zgyprian Camp, they're now protected; 
Where fterce in Menaces, they brave thy Vengeance. 
Ceſ. Brav'd by Zgyptians! let our Troops beform'd! 
Purſue them, by a Trumpet! if refus'd, | 
Say, Ceſar, by his Legions, will demand them. 
Call from the Fleet our Germans, to inforce us ! 
This Scheme deſcribes an Aqueduct, a Vault 
Thro' which this Earthborn Treaſon is to ſpezd. 
Draw out five Cohorts, to ſ: cure the Streets, 
Ani guard our Pioneers, while they dig through, 
And with a Barrier Wall cut ſhort their March; 
Then, from the Sluices, drown them in the Cavern. 
Cornelia! when this Treaſon is ſuppreſt, 
Ceſar will give du: Order for thy Freedom, 
With Convoys, to whatzyer Port, thy Friends, 
Thy Hopes, or Fortune of thy Cauſe, ſhall call thee, 
Corn. Ceſar, in vain I leave this fatal Shore, 
Unleſs Indulgent to my Woes, thou grant 
One farther Boon. 
Caſ. Corn lia might Command it,---- 
Cern. Of all the Trophies thy Fharſalia boaſts, 
Yield to my ſuppliant Sorrows, Pomtey's Aſhes, 
Ceſ. Philip, his faithful manumitted Slave, 
Having preſery'd them, in too mean an Urn, 
I therefore charg'd Achoreus to provide------ 
Co n. Tis not the Casket gives the Treaſure Value, 
The meaneſt Urn is dignify'd by Tears! 
The Bones of Perm: y will adorn his Tomb. 
Ceſ. Achoreus with the mournful Object ſhall 
Attend thee,----- Ain y ! 


Enter 
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Ant. Caſar, to Arms! 
From the Agybtian Camp, our Spies inform us, 
That fer ſome ſudden, hoſtile Enterprize, 
Their March is ſpeeding onward to the City ! 
That fierce Photinus, and Achilla“ Rage, 
To ſave themſelves, or to redeem their King 
From Reman Power, have blown this Tempeſt up, 
Determin'd on their own, or Ceſar's Fate, 
To ftake the Chains, or Liberty of Zgype. 
Caſ. Thy News has but confirm'd our earlier 
Notice. 
Ant. O! I foreſaw this Beauty wou'd be fatal! 
Caſ. Let Marcus then be warn'd by Ceſar's Error! 
[ Apart, 
The Time yet ſerves to mend it now my Veterans 
2 Cen. Now, Ceſar, we'll redeem our blaſted Ho- 
nour, 

And guard thy Glories, from the Fate of Pompey. 
Caf. Since to prevent, our Arms arriv'd too late, 
Like Romans follow, and revenge his Fate. 
| Exit, cum ſuis, 

Corn. No, Ceſar, to deſtroy thee, tho' twere Juſt, 
Revenge is mean, when ſtain'd by Treachery ! 
Pharſalia, Rome, and Pcmpey's Blood, demand 
An equal Deſolation of thy Fame! 

Ev'n at thy Legions Head, in open Field, 

Where Conqueſt gave thee Uſurpation! there! 

There, to deplume thee of thy creſted Glories! 

When my Victorious Father, and the Sons 

Of Pompey, may like echoing Hunters chaſe thee, 

With all thy branching Honours on thy Head, 

And circling round thy Fall, enjoy thy Ruin! 

Then, then were Rome-----—--and Pompey's Fame re- 
veng'd ! 

But from this Blow, the Gods and Honour guard 
thee! 


For 
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For O! thou wert his Victor, not Aſſaſſin! 
And howſoe er thy Cauſe reviles thy Arms, 
Yet Roman Juſtice ſcorns the Sword of Treaſon! 


Enter Achoreus with Pompey's Urn. 


But ſee ! the Holy Prieſt obeys ! and from 

The Gates of Plenty comes, to feed my Woes 

With Caeſar's charitable Dole of Death: 

The dear, the mournful, laſt Remains of Pompey. 

Acho. From mighty Ceſar, to diſtreſt Cornelia, 

ier Theſe honour'd, ſacred Relicts, I preſent; 

But that thy Piety o erſways his Will, 

A nobler Urn had grac'd thy Heroe's Aſhes, 


_ Go thou, Achoreus, (ſaid the gen'rous Victor) 
Ws: % Compoſe her Sorrows! mitigate her Wailings ! 
. Tell her, her Virtue has ſecur' d her Vengeance, 


8 « Binding the Life of Cæſar, to purſue it. 
4 But till more glorious Monuments can rife, 
% Entreat her to accept his previous Victims. 
Then bending to the great Remains, he ſigh'd, 
hs Embrac'd them -—- paus'd ---- let fall a Tear, 
And with an awful Kifs, gave back the Charge. 
uſt Corn. O ſacred Virtue! teach me to receive, 
2 With Thanks, th ſe Obligations of my Foe; 
Nor let ungrateful Envy lead my Soul, 
To wrong the Generous by mean Suſpicion! 
What tho' he riſes by the Fall of Pompey / 
What tho' his Arms oppoling Trolomey, 
May fix ambitious Cle fatra*s Crown: 
Shall I upbraid the Vengeance, whoſe Effect 
Diſperſes Benefit to more than me: 


s Cornelia, no! *twere impious to r vile 
The un, for that his Beams are general! 
Judge Ceſar then in this, to think like thee 
| wr Believe the nobler Motive rules his Heart, 
4 And own the Debt of his Revenge, and Tears, 
ö 


Ach. Thus Virtue never is defac'd! unchang'd 
For By Strokes of Fate, ſhe triumphs o'er Diſtreſs, 
D 


And 
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And ev'ry bleeding Wound adorns her Beauty. 
[Trumpets and Shouts at a Diſtance. 
But bark ! ri Alarm is giv'n! and Ceſar now 
Again is dealing the Decrees of Fate! 
In time retire! the Ruin here may reach you. 
Corn. What Ruin can come nearer to my Heart? 
[ Fol ling the Urn in her Arms, 
O grudge me not this dear Repaſt of Grief! 
Grief is the only Food my Senſe can bear! 
Love has reſign'd its Fondneſs to Affliction, 
Which with the ſame Impatience ſeeks its Object, 
And thus wou'd feed its Woes with full Deſpair. 
Shout. Chargs, 
{She opens the Urn gently, and gaze: into it knee/ing, 
while Achoreus ſpeaks. 
Acho. Again! the Storm of War approaches ! Gods! 
She hears it not! immers'd in deeper Woes! 
Did ever Grief thus digniſy the Heart ? 
See how her agonizing Frame endures ! 
While Tears run back in Wonder of her Woe. 


[ Trumpets. 
With Care obſerye the Sallies of her Soul, 


[To her Attendants. 
While 1 explore th' impending Danger: Guard 
Her Griefs trom Violeace *till my Return 
May judge, if Courts, or Temples may protect her, 
[ Exit. 
Corn, Tis done! the Debt of Nature is diſcharg d! 
Great, injur'd, peaceful, dear Remains, farewel ! 
Grief has enjoy d its Ecſtaſy of Pain! {Cloſes the Urn, 
And now a nobler Duty claims my Soul, 
Revenge and Rome demand me back to Life, 
Te animate our Cauſe, till Liberty 
Regain'd, may raile its Altars to thy Name, 
O Pompey / that laſt Hope alone prevails; 
For that ble} Hour, I patient breathe, beneath 
Theſe Loads of dire Calamity. Nor dare, 
Till chat's accompliſh'd, lay the Burd.g down. _ 
en 
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Then ſhall Cornelia, thro? the Gates of Life, 
Ruſh foremoſt, with the Tidings to thy Shade. 
[Alara 
Enter Achoreus. N 

Acbo. Away, Corne ia ! fly, thy Foes have conqu:t d 
Coſ r is loſt! and Aypt triumphs o'er 
The Fate of Pompey. 

Corn. Gods! it cannot be ! 

Say how ! the Terrors of the Day deceive thee! 

Acho. O no! the King, who warily, at firſt, 
Seem'd n utral in the Fray ; on his Succeſs, 

Exulting now, avows the Enterprize, 
Applauds his Vengeance, and abſolves the Crime. 

Corn, Still am | loſt in in Wonder! Was not Cæſar 
By me appria d, forewarn'd of this Deſign ? 

Fcho. Too ſhort the Warning, when fo near che 

Blow ! | 
For tho' his Care no Moment loſt, to 
His latent Danger, from the Aqueduct; 
Yet, ere his Cohorts from their Ships cou'd land, 
Or thoſe within the Town be drawn to Order, 
Our ſpeedier Troops, impetuous as the Tides 
Of Nie, came pouring thro” our Gates! while Caſar, 
Now, like a Veſſel from its Anchor blown 
Adrift, and uſeleſs, down the Stream is borne, 
Loſt, and unaided, by the Wrecks around him! 

Corn. Yet hold! nor let me hear of Ceſar's Fate! 
Leſt Rome, diſhonour'd by the Means, ſhou'd owe - 
Her Liberty to vile Zzyptian Falſhood 
Leſt the perfidious Prolomey ſhou'd buy, 

With Ce/ar's Head, his Pardon, from the Senate, 
And ward the Vengeance of the Gods, for Pompey ! 

Acho. Who next muſt bleed, the Gods can tell; but 


now 

In dread Confuſion, fly the Reman Eagles, 
Preſt, and retreating to the Pharias Ile; 
There only have the Valiant Choice, to fall 
On pointed Spears, or periſh in the Seas : 
| WY D 2 Behind 
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Behind them. The reveng ful F:olomey, 
Impatier.t to reſume the Reins of Empire, 
Flew, on the News, to make the Queen his Captive; 
Pretending, now, ſhe is the Kingdom's Foe, 
Confederate with Ceſar, to its Ruin 
Fly then, Cornelia, from this rolling Danger ! 
Outrage and Slaughter fill the Streets, and ſweep, 
Without Diſtinction, Innocence along! 
To i{s* Temple haſte! thy Virtue there 
Secure may wait the Will of Heay'n. 

Corn. Juſt Gods! 
Had I but Life to loſe, the Tumult here 
Miglit end my Wos but leſſer Cares muſt wait: 
. To guard theſe dear Remains, I wave my Fate. [ Exe. 


The SCENE opening to the Palace, diſcovers Cleo- 
patra guarde./. 


Cuard. Here our Commiſſion ends. Th' Occaſian, 
Madam, 
Of your Configement now, the King himſelf 
Will anfyer ———he approaches. [E'x. Guards. 


Enter Ptolomey. 


Ptol. Gods! I thank yeu! 
This Hour has well repaid the Wrongs of Empire, 
Thou fatal Stain, to the Lags Race! 
Inglorious Bee, to the Peace of Zgypr ! 
Where is your Paris now? your Reveller! 
Your Champion Ceſar, who difloly'd in Pleaſures, 
Contemn'd the Royal Vengeance, that ſurrounds him? 
What, are thy boaſted Charms abandon d, loſt! 
Has then this glorious Robber left thee hop.leſs! 
From thy unguarded Hon ur ſtoln the Gem, 
And thrown thee, like a uſeleſs Casket, by, 
To make his Flight more ſpeed; ? N w recall him. 
Cleo. Caeſar beſt knows tis Time you ſay he's fled ; 
Thc Flying live! the Living may return: 7 
tots 
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Ptol. So deſperate ! canſt thou then form a Hope 
On Caeſar's Life? are Malefacters ſaid _—_ 
To live, when o'er their deſtin'd Heads, the Sword 
Of Juſtice rais'd in Air, is falling to the Blow? 
Suck is the State of Ceſar, coop'd in Pharos! 
Ci. On Caſar s Fate, I know my own depends: 
Nor will precarious Life, when he's no more, 
Be worth my Care: yet in his vanquiſh'd Heart 
I reign'd one Day, the World's Imperial Miſtreſs!” 
All Empires have their Period: mine, tho” ſhort 
On Earth, ſhall ing on the Wings of Ceſar; 
Be born through Ages to a deathleſs Fame 
What Beauties yet unborn, reading my <tory, 
Shall find their Virtae ſtagger, at my Conqueſt, 
And ſigh for Ceſars, that, like mine, might loye! 
Ptol. Confuſion! dar'ſt thow yaunt thy Infamy? 
Is kindling Shame a Stranger to thy Cheek > 
That nor thy Race diſhonour'd, nor the Breach 
Of ſacred Laws, can give thy Crimes a Terror? 
Cleo. Talk'ft thou of violated Laws! whoſe Heart, 
On cool Deliberation, cou'd renoutice them? 
Who deaf to Obligations, to thy Crown reſtor'd, 
To Honour, Gratitude, or Faith of Nations, 
Cou'dſt baſely pierce thy Benefactor's Boſom, 
And ft1in thy Soul, with bounteous Pormpey's Blood ; 
While I, at Hazard of my Throne and Life, 
Strove by his Safety to prevent thy Crime. 
Tt, with Reſentment fir'd, -I fince have leagud 
V/ith Ceſar, to retrieve my Crown ;- accuſe 
Thy own injurious Arms, that firſt uſurp'd it? 
Did I not warn thee too of Czfar's Love:? 
Cidit thou not know my Soul was form'd for Empire?” 
And cou'dſt thou hope, that maiden Modeſty, - 
A peeviſh Coyneſs, wou'd reſtrain Ambition? 
What are the Laws that ever yet conſin'd it? 
'Tho' Love to Ceſer's Merit might be veniat!” * 
But Nature's whole Conſent abtiors th Affaſſia. 
Prol. Tis well! thisSpirit ſhall have further Tryal?' 
D 3 We 
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Who waits? our Guard? 
Emer Guard haſtily, 


What means thy breathleſs Terror! 
Guard. Look forth, and ſee, Sir---Phars: is in Flames. 


Prol, Confuſion to my Eyes! [Going #2 the Window. 
Clo, It muſt be fo! b 


Tlle Brand of Vengeance is inCeſar's Hand. [Abart 


Enter Photinus from the other Side. 
Phet. O Horror! Horror! Ruin, Rage, and 
Slaughter, 


With C</ar's Fortune, follow at our Heels! 
O Sic! with Shame and Terror, I pronounce it, 
Fly, fly, while yet Occaſion ſerves, to ſave you. 
tal. Gods! let me know the Danger, that compels 
me. 
het. While Ceſar in the Pharian Ile was hemm'd, 
And to all Eyes, that ſaw him, deem'd our Prey, 
Dcath every Moment feeding on his Front; 
And on his Rear, no Hope, but Seas to ſink him; 
Yet Fortune, in his laſt Deſpair, redcem'd him, 
While on the narrow Mole, fierce Decizs, joyn'd 
Witch Antony, a while ſuſtain'd the Day; | 
Himſelf perplex'd, and raging at bis Fate, 
As if, he dying, had reſoly'd to light 
His Funeral Pile, with dread Phalaric Darts, 
That kindle as they fly, he fires the City 
Nor ſpares our Altars from the blazing Ruin! 
And now far eaſting o'er the Main his Eye, 
With trembling ndignation he beheld 
His diſtant Fleet inactive to his Aid. 
Then heav'd his Breaſt, and ſpringing with the 
Thought, 
Ke headlong plung'd him in the Waves 
Cle. My Ceſar! 
lot. In one rais'd Hand aloft above the Tide, 


Some Scrolls of high Importance he preſery'd, 
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And, with his other, plough'd the Surge before him! 
As oft, athwart the rapid tloods of Nile, 
Some monſtrous Crocodile, in queſt of Prey, 
Rolls his huge Length, thro' Showers of Das 
So, fearlefs of the hiſſing Shafts around him, 
Swam the fell Cz/ar foaming to his Fleet. 
His Troops, that from their Ships beheld his Danger, 
With Shouts, that echo to the Heav'ns, receive him, 
Nor loſe a Moment to regain the Day! 
Now loaded Galleys ply their ſtroking Oars, 
And in an Iaſtant pour them on the Strand. 
They form! they march! thus Ceſar re-inforc'd, 
Furious as Libyaa W hirlwinds blows his Fees 
Before him. x 

Ito. Gods! as Fortune were his Slave! 


Clio. Form'd to ſubdue the World, and charm the 
Fair! Exulting. 
Prol. What Hope can {ave us? 
Phot. On this Side the Pharos, » 
Where yet oui fainting Troops diſpute his Paſſage,” 
A light-ſail'd Veſlc] kuiis about the Shore. | 
Thence only can your Fortune fave you. 
Cleo, Hold! 
Yet ere you periſh, kear a Siſter's Counſel, 
Spite of my 'n;uri :, a Brother's Blood 
Sets Nature in tov horrible Alarm! 
And not prever'ir,”, is to urge thy Ruin! 
From Ct s Arm, what Earth or Seas can ſave thee ? 
If then thy Fear ſuggeſts, thou haſt deſerv'd 
His dread Refentra. nt, truſt with me thy Fate: 
Ne-r ſhall! theſe Ences unbend from Caſar's Sight, 
Till Cleopatra's Pra, crs have ſeal'd thy Pardon! 
Pto/, Audacicu lniultt Pardon! Shall my Crown, 
Dependent on a V anton $ Smile, compound 
Thy Crimes? the Fandar of my own Uiſhonour 2} 
Cleo. Tliy Fate be on thy Head! 
tel. Ihe Fate of Ceſar, 
Alike wich Etoomey's is d and can: 


along; 
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Who firſt muſt periſh, to the Gods is known. 
At leaſt, this Hour ſhall Honour loft attone ; 
My Rage ſhall qn his Heart revenge our Fame, 
Or ſcorn-the Lie, chat dares ſuryive the Shame. 
[Ex. Ptol. and Pho. 
Cleo. Ungrateful Boy! thy parting Arrogance 
s the rooted Rancour in thy Soul: 
Had Ceſar not eſpous'd my injur'd Right, 
Or had my Eyes engag'd his Arms, for thee , 
Then, what thou term'ſt myShame, were courtlyGlory, 
F thought thy Youth miſguided by thy Creatures, 
That they alone had wrought thee, to the Tyrant; 
But find thy Nature, to their Hands, had form'd thee.” 
My Woman's Heart, forgetful of my Wrongs, 
Wou'd have commended thee to Cæſars Mercy; 
But now, while thus thy Hate diſdains my Care, 
IF his juſt Vengeance, for the Blood of Pompey, 
Shou'd overtake thy Guilt; reproach thy Raſhnefs, 
My Fame's acquitted of thy wilful Fate, 
And Grief, in riſing Empire, ſtall forget thee. 
| [4 Flo#ih. 
Hark! hark! the Roman Trumpets, li'.e the Voice 
Of Fate, pronounce to Cefar's Arms the Day ! 
My Heroe! fee where joycus Autony 
Flies with a Lover's Hale, to bear the News, 


Ex tar Antony. 


Ar. Hail! bright Imperial Monarch of the Nile! 
For ſuch have Cæſar's Fortune, and the Fate 
Of Prolomey, ordain'd thee: 
Cleo. F talumey! 
What dreadful Ruin cou'd ſo ſoon overtake him? 
Amt. As C2/ar round the blazing Pharrs 
Led his well-order'd Troops, to quench the Flames; 
Forth from the Palace, in diſorder'd Hafte, 
He faw the King, Photinus, and the Guards, 
Nuſk thro? a Band of Romans to the Bay; 
Where #:olomey's young Arm ſo bravely foughy, — 


* 
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That Cæſar, in the Conflict, call'd aloud, 

Spare! ſpare the King! He, ſcornful of his Mercy, 

With double Fury now renew'd the Fray! 

But oh ! in vain ! breathleſs, at laſt, he ſaw 

Photinur, and Achillas, by his Side 

Expire! a Death, for their vile Crimes, too glorious! 

At length, his Fortune deſperate, he broke, 

With Fury, thro' the l umuit, to the Mole, 

From whence, into a floating Bark ke launc!;'d, 

His laſt Retreat and Hope: but here, his Friends, 

Too zealous for his Safety, ury'd his Fate; 

Such Crowds of Followers his Flight attended, 

That ev'n in Cafes View, th" o er- freighted Boat 

Sunk foundring down, and periſh'd in the Heep. 
Cleo. Such i-:!;e Vengeaace of the Gods tor Pompey 7 
Ant. \ ell Las his Death atton'd his Errors paſt, 

Since injur'd Cleopatra, by his Fail, 

Enjoys, at lait, her undiſputed Empire. 

Ev'n (/4/ar tought not for himſelf, but you: 

This Moment to your People he proclaims 

You Queen, and to conciliate to your Crown 

Their Hearts, and render Ptolomey forgotten, 

Confirms the Laws and native Rights of AXgypr. 
Cle. Can Ceſar have a Foe, that is not ſuch 

To Virtue? [ blouriſh. 

Hark, he comes! my Conqueror! 

My Wiſhes Lord, and Glory of my Heart. 


Enter Cæſar. She runs to embrace him. 


Ca/. O my forſaken Fair! my Toils, at length, 
In Feace and Tranſport yield me to thy Arms! 
In all the Conflicts I've, this Day, ſuſtain'd, 
My Fears for thee ſunk deepeſt ia my Heart; 
And while the Soldier fought, the Lover tremled. 
But here my Heart, collected to its Joy, 
Pours out my Cares, forgotten on thy Boſom. 

Cleo. Now Ye chaſte Matzons, that reproach my 


Love, 
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Behold my Caeſar in this Blaze of Glory! 

O let the of-this Day but ſpeak him! 

Let impious Treaſen, thro* the Earth, aſſail him 

Or, in the Pharos, dreadful Flames ſurround him, 

Thence hurl] him headlong to devouring Seas! 

While, like the Ocean's God, he rides the Eillows, 

Behold him, thro” this War of Elements 

Victorious! then! then bid theſe Arms refuſe _. 
{ Shout, 


Enter Decius. 


Dec. Ceſar, the publick Joy, in Crowds impatient 
Swarms round the Palace, to behold their Queen. 

Ce/. A Moment, and the Queen ſhall greet them 
Cornelia ! 


Enter Cornelia on the other Side. 


Corn, Ceſar, with a divided Heart, I come) 
At once to gratulate, and mourn thy Arms: 
Since Pompey, here, no more Revenge can hope, 
This fatal Shore is hateful to my Eyes; 

I therefore now remind thee of thy Word, 

Thy promis'd Convoys, for my free Departure. 
Hence let me wing my Flight! with Pompey's Urn, 
To rouze the drooping Life of Liberty, 

And arm another World, to blaſt thy Lawrels! 

O Caſar ! tremble! for my Soul preſages 

Howe'er thy lawleſs Arms may ſwell thy Power, 
Think not that Rome, tho” conquer'd, will endure thee ! 
Her Genius, like a Lion tam'd, one Day 

May turn, when leaſt ſuſpected, on his Keeper, 
And ftalk,in Triumph, o'er the Limbs that aw'd him ! 
Such may be Ceſar's Fate! the Gods have warn'd thee! 
Wou dſt thou be truly glorious, yield us Peace! 

To Scipio, Pompey's Sons, and Cato, now 
I bend my Courſe if thou haſt ought to offer, 
That may concern the harraſs'd World's Repoſe. 
Cornelia frall report it, 


ca 
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Caf. Tell them, this ! 

The Laws, they fight for, Ceſar will maintain, 

Nor are they ſafer, in their Hands, than his! 

When I look round the World, and ſee 

What Miſeries attend Abuſe of Power, 
I judge my Conqueſts by the Gods aflign'd, 
To give their Laws new Force, and mend Mankind! 
If then Ambition prompts me to excell 
The greateſt Patriot fam d for ruli g well, 

Let foul-tongu'd Envy burſt her ſwelling Heart, | 
My conſcious Virtue ſhall perform its Part. | 
Ceſar his Period to the Gods ſhall truſt, 
Nor can, 'till Gods forſake him, think his Arms unjuſt, 
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vw AS it not Bald, flated Rules to Rove, 

And make the Tragic Muſe commode to Love ? 

To pew wiforious Cæſar turn'd Gallant, 

And what, in Life, the greateſt Warriors want! 

That all the glorious Battles they may gain, 

Unleſs the Fair are Kind, are Fought in vain! 

Prim Prudes, be ſure, will urge, that lawleſs Fire, 

In Death, and Deſolation, Hou d expire! 

That Tragedy Hou d fright your Hearts from Evil. 

And ſhew, that Love unlicens'd: is the Devil! 

Suppoſe this Tru —Iet, who's to judge the Error? 

Ne Belles and Beaux refuſe the Foy, from Terror? 

Our Author, therefore, tells the downright Story, 

And lays his Madam Frailty fair before you : 

Say, Nymphs! who've ſeen this Cleopatra die, 

Were you then cur'd of Lowe? or did jou cry 

© Ged ! my Lord! wwou'd you ere Antony 

Can you then blame a Muſe, ſubdu'd, to write, 

On what gave Cziar's Heart ſuch full Delight 

Since you in Mur found his Charms ſublime, 

Make not a lil Senſe bis Crime: |© 

"Tis true, he had not all the Charms in Faßbi 

His Lawrels gave not, like Tupe's, Temptation. *< 


Romans, were no ſuch ki Catthe, 
. Nor — Hair, lhe Cocks, — Battle! 


Nor knew of Paſt; and Puffi, the modiſh Air, 
With Heads, like * Mops, te melt the Fair! 


Our Dame's, at leaſt, leſs liable: to Satyr, 
Tho' frail, ſhe choſe the/Grand, ot Petit Maitre! 
12 if Cæſar at her we cn lie, 

our Tears may flow more Tit, for Antony 
Since then, his World well Loſt, your Hearts admire, 
Let Her with C z 5 a live, with ANTON Y Expire. 
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